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THE /|£" 

LIFE OF H0RACE.-tf^?^2-. 

^- — titL 

'hUe tnam earmen nobis, dtvine Poeta, 
Quale sopor feasii. VtrgU. 



T F ve look into the annals of Rome, we shall find 

^ no period so abounding in genius and learning* 

as that when Augustus, after tlie battle of Actinm 

ind the reduction of Egypt* bdng left sole and 

jeaceable master of the world, judiciously resolved 

:o polish the minds of his warlike subjects, and 

»iake them as fiunons forciviliaation and elegance, 

s they were already for arms. Himself a man of 

pnioa, he had discrimination to perceive and ge* 

erosity to reward it in otliera» .In his reign the 

Roman language attained perfiection, and, like the 

people Vho spoke it, became strong and msuestic. 

If it be less harmonious and dignified than the 

,-3reek, it is genendly more concise, and sometimes 

V. ore forcible. By many indeed, its infenority is 

>ttJy acknowledged for the purposes of poetry, in 

« ich it wants the various cadence of the dialect, 

Tid the ezpreB8iv»A>rce*of the compound epithetat 

the latter, so beautiful in Homer, as to exhibit in 

a single word more than a «obordinate language 

,/ould delineate in the fullest description. The 

reign of Augustus lua been a theme of panegyric 

for the Poet, the Orator, and the Historian; and 

he himself uniformly professed to devote his life 

to the happiness of his people ; yet upon a closer 

inspectton, even in this celebrated era we shall see 

more to condemn than to admire. It is true, the 

encigy of the Boinan character was not absolutely 

A 
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eztincaished, nor did the manners of th« people 
exhibit that open dcpfavity, afterwards so conspi- 
cuous in the reigns of Tiberius, Caligula, and Nero. 
The calm that Augustus created, after the hor- 
rors of the revolution, caused his very name to be 
adored, and men were so &r degraded as to re. 
joice, because tbey could awake without the fear 
of seeing their names included in a proscription. 
Sunk into a state of pusillanimity, the Roman 
people lost sight in the amphitheatre and circus, 
of that freedom and^ civil right, for which the plains 
Of CannsB and Pbarsalia had been deluged in blood : 
if any ooe in whose breast the ardor of freedom 
was not entirely extinguished, dared to question 
the great nephew of Caesar concerning the tenure 
of his power, a single glance of the Emperor at 
hU lictorji, reduced him to silence. The fine arts 
of Greece transplanted fonad the capital, flourished 
under bis aus|Mces, and strewed with flowers the 
path he was silently opening to despotism. Tyranny 
had never a more attractive beginning; all was 
enchanting— all admired ; Augustus took advantage 
of the illusion, and gave the last stab to the liberties 
of his country. 

It has been said, that if genius is patronised by 
a goveriiiMnt» however usurped and tyrannical, it 
will flourish equally well a» m a republic of free 
people. In support oi thia opinion may be brought 
.the reign of Augustus ; under whom lived Horace^ 
Virgil, Ovid, and Tibullos; and to mention the 
first of these, is to mention every thing great and 
excellent in composition. In him are combined the 
poet, the critic, the philosoplier, and tbe courtier; 
and he is the author, of all antiquity, who seems 
to have made the happiest union of tbe gentieman 
and the scholar. From the foundation of the city 
till the time of Augustus, the Romans bad no 
other lyrte poetry, than their first extemporary 
essays called verses of the SmUi, which Cato in his 
book d9 Origtniius ioforma us, were a coUeetion of 
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«onc« cbvnted, as early as the reiga of Kuma, in 
lionor of tbe Oreat. Horace . tfaerefora, may be 
termed the first, and, properly speaking, the only 
Xartic Poet amongst them. Under him the Muse 
soared to heaven in hold and iitgh struns of ge- 
nuine poetry, and seemed to emulate, if net surpan^ 
the loftiest flights of his Grecian predeceMors. He 
combines the gaie^ and elegance of Anacreon, 
with the enthusiasm and sublimity of Pindar. At 
pleasure h'e resembles A)eseos» Stesichoros, and 
Sappho, excelling them in the variety of his com-^ 
. positions and the ease of his manners. ** When," 
says tlie classical Urqnharty ^* he takes his lyre^ 
and is seized with the poetic spirit, he is at once 
either transported into the coancil of the Oods, to 
the ruins of Troy, or to the summit of the Alps; 
and his Muse always rises to the subject which 
inspires it. He is miuestic in Olympus, and charm- 
ing with his mistress. It costs hhn no more to 
paint with traits sublime the soul of Cato or of 
Regolu^ than eochantingly to sing the caf«sses of 
lalangi, or the coquetries of Pyrrha." Tfaewoiks 
indeed of this incon^nnble author are equally the 
delight of our t^f and maturer years ; end his 
life, though void of adventure, has been so often 
the subject of biogfepby that it is not easy to 
discover a single circumstaece of his existence, 
which at this late period has been unexploned. On 
the present occa^n, therefore, nothing new can 
be expected ; but the contemfdation and praise of 
acknowledged excellence, can scarcely produce 
fatigue by repetition. 

Quintus Horatius Flaccus was bom on the 8th of 
December, A. U. 6BR, at Veausia, a town on the 
frontiers of Lueania and Apulia, whence Horace 
himself (Sat. i. book S.) makes it doubtful of which 
province he to a native. The Consulships of Lucius 
Aurelitts Cotta, and Lucius Manilas Torquatus, 
are rendered illustiioas by his birth. His father. 
Flavins Flaccus, though only a freedman (Sat. i« 
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book 6.) and a collector of taxes, removed him ft^ 
the early age of ten years to Rome, in order thafc 
he might have the advantage of the most celebrated 
masters of his time. Ohe of these was Orbilins, 
whom Saetonias mentions as a man of great se- 
verity* btft the ablest teacher in the Capital. The 
father of Horace, though illiterate, was a man of 
ttroDg natural understanding, and he wisely tliought 
the jargon of philosophy and patriotism* so univer- 
aally taught by the professors at Rome, iU calcu* 
lated to implant into the mind of his son tho.se 
active ideas of honesty and virtue, for which he 
himself wst& so distinguished. He therefore took 
every opportunity of setting before him the example 
of persons remarkable for their virtuesand their vices, 
and by expatiating, with that eloquence so eminent 
in the Roman people, on the advantages of the one» 
and the infamy of the other. By pointing out to 
him what best deserved his imitation, and what he 
should ain>id as ignominious, he instilled into his 
infant mind those principles of morality aad virtue, 
which, notwithstanding the corruption of the age, 
are so conspicuous in many of the writings of 
Horace. In the sixth iSatire oLlhe first l^ok, we 
find the Poet himself acknowledpng with gratitude 
the care which his father bestowed upon his edu- 
cation, and that he caused him to be instructed in 
those arts usually confined to the children of Se. 
nators and Knights, preserving him cha8t«, (the 
chief honor of virtue) and guarding him not only 
from depravity, but evep from suspicion and 
reproach. 

After having remained eight years under the 
tuition of his countrymen at Rome, Horace, by 
the indulgence of his fatlier, and for the purpose 
of perfecting himself in Greek literature, removed 
to Athens, where to his extraordinary talents join^ 
iug an eager and assiduous application, it is no 
wonder that we find in him the poet, the philoso. 
pher, and the scholar. TJnfbrtttoately* hoveyer. 
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Marcus * Bnitns passing through that city in his 
way to Macedonia, took with him several of the 
Homan students as volunteers to the army. Among 
these was Horace, who was easily persuaded to 
accept the office of a TYibune, and to abandon the 
paths of science for the field of glory. This perhaps 
was the only profession for which his habits of 
study had rendered him unfit, and accordingly we 
find him at the battle of Philippi, (Ode vii. booksf) 
so far forgetting his duty, as to quit the post as- 
signed him, and escape by a '^ swift flight," having 
first disgracefully thrown away the shield * he had 
sworn to preserve, but which now impeded his 
progress. The poet, however, readily acknowledges 
the baseness of the action, in the Ode to his friend 
Pompeius Varus, who was also at Philippi, and the 
companion of his flight. Having thus saved his 
life, Horace began to think of some means whereliy 
lie could support it ; for being on the conquered 
side at Philippi, his property, as was customary in 
civil wars, became a prey to the victors ; he ther& 
fore returned to Rome, and concealed himself for 
some time in the house of Alius Lamias, de- 
pending on his talents as a resource against indi- 
. gence. He had now, however, the good fortune to 
be introduced to his great cotemporary Virgil, who, 
so far from envying his extraordinary talents, pro* 
cured him the restoration of his estate, and gene- 
rously spoke in his favour to Maecenas. This 

* Among the ancients, it was reckoned more igno- 
lainiotts for a man to lose his shield than his iword, as 
the former was of general service to the army, and the 
latter only beneficial to the soldier himself. To die with 
the shield on tlie arm was as glorious, as to lose it was 
infamooB : thos Epaminondas, the Theban, being mortally 
wounded in the battle of Mantinea, enquired, with a 
sorrowful conntenance, of those who were carrying him 
to his tent, whether .the enemy had taken his shield, and 
finding they had no^ he desired it to be brought to him, 
when- he eagerly kissed it as the companion of his toU 
tad his glory, and expired with a smile. 
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celebrated pelroa of genius ami literetore, intrcv 
dttced him to Augustus, wbo was so captivated by 
the wit and social hnmor of Horace, that he be* 
came greatly attached to him, and afterwards 
offered to promote him to the honorable and ad- 
vantageous situation of his prirate secretary. Tliis 
preferment the Poet, unambitious and lovingr retire* 
went, bad the greatness of mind to decline, and 
the Emperor sufficient generosity not to be offended 
at his refusal. Horace, however, continued to 
grow in favor, and not only received great peca- 
niary rewards, but became the intimate friend of 
both MiBoenas and Augustus. It is true he repaid 
their favors by abundance of poetic adulation; yet 
his wishes were moderate, and his mind free : he 
was not to be ulenced by tbe frown of the great, 
or daealed by the splendor of a mighty empire. 
Vhough fully capable of tasting the pleasures of 
refined society, he seems to have been radically 
fond of rural retirement ; nor has any poet with 
such feeling energy described his wishes for a life 
of tran^il repose. At the same time he pleasantly 
accuses himself of great levi^ and mutebility in 
his tasle ; and indeed his whole life and strain of 
thinking seem rather to have been under the domi. 
aion of temporary emotions than of fixed principles. 
Augustus having heard that Sextos Pompey was 
building ships, levying armies, and making vast 
preparations for a vigorous war ia Sicily, politicly 
resolved to conclude a -peace with Anthony, in 
order that thdr united forces might the more 
easily destroy their comnoon enemy. For this 
purpose an ambassador was sent on each side to 
Brondosium. Maecenas going on tbe part of 
Augustus, took witli him several of the liten^ of 
Rome, among whom were Virgil and Horace. Tbe 
latter has given an extremely humorous sreoant 
of his journey, (Sat. i. book 5.) in wliich, however, 
be states the luxury and degeneracy of Masceoas 
to be sttcb, that he was maUy, though tnvelUar 
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tbe famous Appian may, two days in accoioplishing 
what his ancestors would have done in one. Daring 
Uiis joomey too, it is supposed Horace wrote his 
Ode to C. Asinius Follio, who was at that time 
Consul* and who had undertaken to write a his- 
tory of the civil w^s of Rome. The Poet advises 
him to abandon all idea of this work on account 
of its difficulties, and tf Us him " he will have to 
tread on quicksands and pas3 through fires ;*' justly 
imacining that he must either be a faithless hut<v 
riaOf and conceal tbe true causes of the war after 
tbe death of Csesar, or that he would ruin himself 
with Augustus* if he hinted af the corruption, the 
treacheiy, and the murder, through which he 
waded to tbe throne, and annihilated the already 
.tottering liberties of a free people. 

Though peace was concluded by Maecenas, and 
Anthony married Octavia, half sister to Augustus* 
yet the ambition and mutual animosity of these 
rival chieft, in a short time again plunged tlie 
Roman Empire into the horrors of a civil war. As 
Augustas was usually accompanied in his eicpe- 
ditions by his Minister, we find Horace (Ode i. 
book 5.) professing his readiness to follow his 
" dear friend Maecenas** undauntedly over tbe dan- 
gerous suaunits of the Alpe, through the frightful 
deserts of Caucasus, and even to the farthest 
bounds of the west : at the same time he assures 
hun, it is not interest that prompts him to make 
this sacrifice of his comfort, for his generous bounty 
has aheady given him enough, and be wishes for 
no mwe* 

In this Epode Horace also repeats his love of re- 
Uremencs and thia inclination increasing with his 
age« be almost entirely withdrew himself from tbe 
eonrt of Augustus^ spending the summer at a 
small villa on tbe banks of the Tiber, and the 
winter at his house at Tarentum, where tbe air 
was more mild than at Rome. From thb period he 
psMcd bis life with little variety, cootinoing^ how- 
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ever, to correspond both vith Augustus ' aod 
Maecenas. The former, as Soetontns iafbrms us, 
haviuff read several of his Satires and Epistles 
with great approbation, observed that many of his 
works were addressed to his Minister, and other 
friends, but that nothing was inscribed to him, of 
. which he complained in the following manner. 
" You must know that I am greatly displeased 
" with yoa, because your works are not chiefty 
" addressed to me. Do you fear that it may be 
•* injurious to your reputation with posterity if 
*' you are thought to have lived in friendship with 
** mef It was upon this occasion that Horace 
wrote his first Epistle of the second book ;• the ' 
most ingenious and celebrated production, in that 
species of poetryt of which antiquity has to boast. 
The Epistle to Florus seems to have been the last 
effort of his genius ; it was written in his S6th 
year, yet possesses all the fire and sublimity of 
his more early productions. 

The death of his generous friend Maecenas, which 
happened in the beginning of November, A. U. 745, 
or B. C. fi, is supposed to have hastened that of 
Horace, who died on the 87th of the same month, 
in the jeth year of his age. He was so much 
reduced as to be unable to sign his will, but with 
his last words declared Augustus his heir. In the 
Esquiline mount, near the tomb of Maecenas, were 
deposited his remains, and the Emperor erected 
a noble monument in honor of htm, whose genius 
has shed a more brilliant lustre on his reign, than 
all his munificent patronage of the arts, or all his 
ruinous victories. 

In the person of Horace there was nothing cha- 
racteristic of the Roman. "He was belo[W the mid- 
die siae, a^d extremely corpulent. Augustus com- 
pares him, in a letter, to the book which he sent 
hiro~a little thick volume. He was grey haired at 
a very early age, and luxurious living by no means 
egr«ed with his constitution ; yet he constantly 
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Mtoctatod with the greatnt men in Rome* and 
Ireqoented the tftble of ha« ilIaatfiou$ patrons ae 
if he were in hit own house. The Emperor, while 
sitting at bis meals with VirgU at his right hand 
and Horace at his left* often ridiculed the short 
breath of the fisrmeri and tiie wateiy eyes of the 
tetter, by observing that he sat be^een tears and 
sighs. In early life Horace seems to have been a 
disciple of Epicurus, and a professor of tho doc* 
trine of dkmoe in tlie formation of things* but in 
Ode zxxiv. book 1. we find him ahiuring this system 
of philosophy and embracing that of stoicism, men* 
tioning as one great, thongh apparently unreason- ' 
able, motive tar recantation, that it thundered and 
lightened in a pure sky, which was a phanomenon 
not to be accounted for on natural principles, and 
consequently an iiresistaUe argument in support 
of an over-ruling ^Providence. 

Horace has been of all others, tin poet for quo* 
tation,and the companion of the classical scholar: 
his Odes are indisputably the best models ot that 
kind of composition in the Latin language; for 
when- many others were extant, Quintilian pro. 
BOnnced him ** almost the only one of the lyrie 
poets worthy of being read." It has been well 
observed of him, that he has given to a rough 
language the tender and delicate modulation of 
the eastern song. His Odes' are pathetic, heroic, 
and amatory. The seventeenth of the second book, 
written during -the last illness of Hasoenas, is of 
the first kind; it possesses all that variety of sen- 
timent and felicity of expression in which he is so 
eminently superior to his great Tbeban competitor* 
Of the heroic, one of the most celebrated, b that 
to Fortune, (Ode xzxv. book 1.) wherein he invokes 
her with the most insinuating grace, and recom- 
mends Augustus and the Romans to her care. 
The amatory Odes of this inestimable Poet evince 
the polished and delicate taste of which he was so 
AS 



X LIFE OF HORACE. 

eminently possessed ; they eontain the reflnemant 
and softness of Sappho, combined witli the spirit 
and elegance of Anacreon. In his Ode to Pyrrha, 
there is a mixture of sweetness and reproach, of 
praise and satire/ uDiformly pleasing in all laa* 
suages, and which Scaligef calls the purest nectar. 
Horace can equally tnHame the mind by his ex- 
thnsiasm, and calm it by his philosophy. Where 
shall we see in an uninspired writer, better coa- 
solation for poverty, or stronger arguments for 
contentment, than are contained in his admirable 
Ode to Dellius f And his Hymn to the praise of 
the Gods and of illustrious men, may claim the 
palm^ when put in competition with the finest 
compositions of his Grecian predecessors. 

The Satires and Epistles of Horace are full of 
morality and good sense. In the first book of the 
Satires it is his obvious endeavour to eradicate 
vice, and in the second to dispel those prejudices 
which infest the human mind. The Epistles are 
lu appendix to the Satires : they not only exhibit 
a forcible style of writing, but contain a valuable 
aystem of ethics. So' ^tes refuted before he Unght^ 
observing, ** that the ground ought first to be. 
cleared from weeds, before it be sown witli com." 
The Satires are the purifiers of passion, and the 
Epistles are the lessons of virtue to fill up the 
vacancies in the m'md. Tn the Epistles he steps 
forward as a vindicator of morality, and wsnn in 
its cause, gives way to all the strength and vigor 
of his genius. His sentiments are manly and ele- 
vated, and his verse suitable to his Ij^ionghts, 
powerful and sublime. The Curiata Fgiieittu of 
Horace, has become as it were proverbial among 
the sons of genius ; and his name will continue to 
be held in universal veneration, until the Goths of 
ignorance shall diffuse a second darkness over the 
civilised world. . G. D. 



PREFACE 
BY THE EDITOR OF THIS EDITION. 



"IIVTHEN it vas first proposed to ciye a small 
edition of Francb's translation of Horace, it 
was' not deemed necessary^ to encumber the page 
•with the notes, which would only serve to swell 
the bulk of the volume, without being of any use 
to the English reader ; as they chiefly illustrate 
phrases, and establish particular readings in the 
original, to which they always refer, and therefore 
can only be intelligible to the Latin scholar, who 
has a Latin edition before him ; and indeed, that 
edition only which is usually printed with this 
translation. All the labor of the present Editor has 
been directed towards correcting some of thp errors, 
and re-translating such Odes and such passages in 
the Satires and Epistles, as seemed to detract from 
the general merit of the work ; tor, to give equal 
excellence to so long and so varied a series of 
composition as the poems of Horace, seems almost 
beyond the span of the human intellect. 

It however has occurred, that short notes ex- 
planatory oi the subject of some of the poems, 
and of various customs of the Romans to which 
they allude, would be satisfactory to the reader ; 
and this has been attempted in the present edition. 
Hie Editor has also occasionally given his reasons 
for altering certain passages in the translation of 
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Franday and shenm ho-w often that centlemao 
has suffered his better jadcment to be led &tray 
by the absurd refinements of the French critics, 
and especially by Sanadon, many of whose remarks 
are eminently absurd. 

The swelling of the notes to a considerable ex- 
tent, has been carefully avoided. Thooeh in a 
multitude of counsellors there may be wisdom, in 
a multitude of words there is not always precision; 
and when the eye is perpetually drawn down to 
read long dissertations at the bottom of the page, 
while only two or four lines of the text are printed 
at the top of it, no attention whatever can com* 
prehend the connexion of the parts, <»* discover 
that htcid order which our Poet lays down as 
absoltttely essential to every perfect composition* 
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nPBE fint wd pnodpal detiga of thU work wm 
"^ to eiplaioy perhaps, the most difficult uithor ia 
the Latin toagoa ; na author, wbo will always ba 
mora admired ia ivoportion to his being better nn» 
^xstood. Sueb a d^ig a, if tolerably well exectitad, 
saeiaed to desenre some encouragement ; bat to 
preterTe his origlsal spirit ia a punctual, regular 
transladon, hath been so long conndered at despa* 
rate, that it were hardly modest to attempt it. 

Every reader is a critic in proportion to his abilities 
and his judgment. He proposes whatever bo thinks 
difficult, and expects an axplaaatioa sailed to his 
tasta and ooderstandiag. These aia too numerous 
to be gratified by the present work, which endear 
▼ours to eaplaia those passages only, which are of 
real, acknowledged obscurity. 

In our search after truth, it ia useless to know the 
mistakes of othen ; and besides the disagreeable 
employmeat of transcribing the language of I6ritica 
in tfaefar very unelassieal treatment of each other, a 
warmth ofassertiae, a spedoasness of argnrnttats, a 
weight of quotation*, an aathority of names, and 
an appearance of probability, might well peiplex a 
reader's judgment, or throw a darkness and confusion 
into what was originally clear and open. Therefore 
to avoid being engaged in the varioas eoajectores 
and learned disputes of eommentators, the difficult 
pessages of our author are explained in that sense 
alone, which eeeoMd moot poetical and most natural* 
la some instances faowtver, when tlie sense hatli 
faglM really doubtful, the different opinions are fairly 
shewn, and a tacit appeal made to the reader to 
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determine for himself, even against the present 

translator. 

While we read with pleasure many beautiful 
imitations of this author in his own language, anci 
are at the same time obliged to confess how unequal 
to their original all translations of him have proved, 
even when the whole strength seems to have been 
employed upon single and favorite odes, we shall 
be apt to oonchide that his beauties are almost 
peculiar to the Latin tongue. But if we consider 
the boldness and copionsness of expression, the 
diversity and harmony of numbers in English, we 
shall impute the failure of his translators to some- 
what injudicious in their design, or careless in their 
execution, rather than to any personal want of 
abilities, or any weakness in their language ; to the 
real difficulty of the work, not an impossibility of 
executing it with success. 

Indeed it is hardly to be expected that any one 
translator shall ever be capable of following this 
great poet with equal spirit through all his odes. 
Many of them are varied with irony and satire; 
with delicacy and humor; with ease and pleasantry. 
Some, though less spirited, were written (when 
circumstances of time, places, and persons were 
strong upon him) in the first heat of imagination, 
and afterwards corrected, through a length of 
years, in the coolness of judgment. In others, he 
rises in full poetical dignity ; sublime in sentiments, 
bold in allusions, and profuse of figures ; frugal of 
words, curious in his choice, and happily venturous 
in his use of them : pure in his diction, animated in 
his expressions, and harmonious in his numbers; 
artful in the plans of his poems, regular in their 
conduct, and happy in their execution. Surely the 
best attempts to translate ab various an author, will 
require great indulgence, abd any tolerable succ^ 
may deserve it. 
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It would be a tedious and an ill-natured labor to 
point out the faults of former versions of this poet. 
JLet us rather acknowledge, that there are excellent 
lines in them, of which the present translator hath 
taken as many as he could use upon his plan, and 
'Wishes, for the sake of the public, that ttiey could 
be found to exceed an hundred. 

In the collection of odes, usually called-the Wit's 
Horace, there are many fine, but very distant imi- 
tations of our author, i)erliaps not inferior to their 
originals. If any of them were intended for trans- 
lations, the writers, however justly eminent in other 
parts of their characters, have indulged injudiciously 
a wantonness of imagination, and an affectation of 
wit, as opposite to the natural simplicity of their 
author, as to the genius of Lyric poety. 

lo the first ages of Greece, the I^ric Muse was 
particularly appointed to celebrate the praises 
of the gods in their festivals, where the noblest 
precepts of philosophy were enlivened by musicr 
aud animated by the language of poetry. When we 
therefore consider its origin and institution, we may 
believe, that nothing could enter into its com- 
positions, but what was chaste and correct, awful 
and sublime, while it was employed in singing the 
praises of gods, and immortaliaiog the actions of 
men ; in supporting the sacred truths of religion, 
a^d encouraging the practice of moral virtue; 
while reason governed the raptures which a religious 
enthusiasm inspired. Such was its proper, natural 
character. But it soon lost this original greatness, 
and became debased to every light description of 
love, dances, feasts, gallantjy, and wine. In this 
view it may be compared to one of its first masten, 
who descended (according to an expression of 
Qnintilian; into sports and loves, although naturally 
fopped tor nobler subjects. 

Yet this alteration, although it lessened iU 
natural dimity, seems to have added to that 
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pleanutf irtrioty, to which do other eftsipotitidiis 
can pretend. For when the skill and expeilence of 
the penontf who first cultivated the different kinds 
of poems, gave to each kind those uumbeiB, which 
temned most pn^er for it; as X^ric poejxy had 
given birth to all sorts of verse, so it preserved to 
itself all the measuras of which thejr are composed, 
the pentaineter alone ezcepte<i. Ilius a varietF of 
•uIgecU is agreeiSty maintained by a variety of 
numbers, and they have both contributed to that 
A«e, unbounded spirit, which forms the peculiar 
character of Lyric poetry. 

. In this freedom of spirit it disdains to mark the 
transitions, which preserve a connexion in all other 
writings; and which naturally conduct the mind 
from one thought to another. From whence it 
must often happen, that while a translator is gram- 
matically explaining his author, and opening his 
reasoning, that genius and manner, and boldness of 
.thinking, which are effects of au immediate, poetical 
enthusiasm, shall be dissipated and enfeebled. 

It is remarkable, that this kind of poetry sbeulcl 
he the first that appeared in Rome, as it was the 
first known in Greece, and Uiac it should b^ used 
in the same subjects by the Romans, whUo they 
had not yet any correspondence with Greece, and 
Jier learning. However, it continued in almost iU 
first rudeness until the AugusUn age, when HoraoSk 
improved by reading and imitating the Grecian 
poets^ carried it at once to its perfection, and, io 
the judgment of Qulntilian, is almost the only 
Latin Lyric Poet worthy of being read. 

if we should euquire into the state of Z^c 
poetry among English writers^ wo shall be obliged 
to confess, that their taste was early vitiated, and 
their judgment unhappily misguided, by the too 
great success of one man of wit, who first .gave 
Findar^s nrtne to a wild, irre^lar kind of versifi- 
cation, of which there is not one instance in Fiadar. 
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AW his numbers are exact, end all his strophes 
regular. But from the authority of Mr. Cowley, 
supported by an inconsiderate imitation of some 
other eminent writers, every idler in poetry* who 
liath not strength or industry sufficient to confine 
Ills rhymes and numbers to some constant form, 
{"which alone can give them real harmony) makes 
an art of wandering, and tlien calls his work a 
T^indaric ode ; in which, by the same justness of 
criticism, his imagination is as wild and licentious, 
as his numbers are loose and irregular. 

To avoid this f^ult, all the measures in the 
following translation are constantly maintained 
through each ode, except in the Carmen Seculareb 
But it may be useless to excuse particulars, when 
possibly the whole poem, in its present form, may 
be condemned. Tet by foreigners it has been 
called Mr. Sanadon's master-piece ; and since the 
odes of Horace are certainly not in that order at 
present in which they were written, it has beett 
esteemed an uncommon proof of his critical sagacity, 
to have reconciled in one whole so many broken 
parts, that have so long perplexed the best con- 
mentators.' Yet the reader will find some alterations 
of Mr. Sanadon's plan, for which the translator is 
obliged to the learned and reverend Mr. Jones, 
vho lately published a very valuable edition of 
Iforace. 

Although it was impossible to preserve our 
author's measures, yet the form of his strophes 
hath been often imitated, and, in general, there 
will be found a greater number of different stansas 
in the translation than in the original. One advan- 
tage there is peculiar to English stanzas, tliat some 
of them have a natural ease and fluent ; others 
seem formed for humor and pleasantry ; Irhile a 
third kind hath a tone of dignity and solemnity 
proper for sublimer sabjects. Thus the 
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•nd ftwTO 6f th« »taii» wiU often $hcw the doOgu 

and cast of the ode. 

In the trwulation it hath not only been endea- 
voured to give the poet's general meaning, but to 
preserve that force of expression, in which bis 
peculiar happiness consists, and that boldness of 
epithets, for which one of his commentotors calls 
him wonderful, and almosl divine. Many odes, 
especially in the first book, have little more than 
choiee of words and harmony of numbers to make 
them not unworthy of then- author t and althougb 
these were really the most difficult parts of the 
translaaon, yet they will be certainly least enter- 
tainins to an EnglUh reader. In the usual manner 
of paraphrase It had not been impossible to have 
given them more spirit by enlarging the poets 
design, and adding to his thoughts; but, however 
hardy the translator may seem by his present 
adventurous undertaking, this was a presumption 
of which he was very little capable. 

The difliculties of Horace in his Sattfes end 
Epistles arise, in general, from his frequent tran- 
slations of lines in Grecian writers, and parodies on 
these of his coteroporaries, from hia mtroducing 
uew characters on the scene, and changing the 
speakers of his dialogue*; from his not maiiing hu 
transitions tnm thought to thought, but gmng 
them as they lay in his mind. These unconnected 
transitions are of great life and spirit, nor should a 
transUtor be too coldly regular in supplying the 
connexion, since it wUl b» a Ume performance, 
that gives us the sense of Horace, if it be not given 
in this peculiar i^ianner. 

As his editors have often perplexed the text, by 
altering the measures of our author for the sake of 
a mort musical cadence, so they, who have imitated 
or translated him with most success in English, 
•eem to have forgotten* that » caieleMaess of 
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mimben it m peculiar part of his character, which 
ou^ht to be preamrved almost as faithfully as Im 
oentiments. 

Style isgeniosy and justly numbered amongst the 
Jbuntains of the sublime. Expression in poetiy is that 
colouring in painting, which distinguishes a master's 
band. But the misfortune of our translators is, that 
they have only one style, and that consequently all 
their authors, Horner,^ Virgil, Horace, Ovid, are 
compelled to speak in the s«ne numbers, and the 
Muno unvaried expression. The freeborn spirit of 
poetry is confined in twenty constant syllables, and 
the sense regularly ends with every second Itne^ as 
if the writer had not strex^tfa enough to support 
himself, or oourage enough to venture into a tiiird. 

This undassical kind of versification would be 
particularly most unnatural in a translation of 
Horace. It would make him argue in coniriets, and 
the persons of his dialogues converse almost in 
jepigmns. The translator has therefore followed the 
sense in one unbroken period. He hath often endea* 
▼oured to imitate the prosaic cadence of his author, 
when he conid with much more ease have made 
him appear like a modern original. He hath run 
the lines iftto each other, as he believed it the best 
manner of preserving that loose prosaac poetry, that 
negligonce of numbers, which hath ever beea 
esteemed one of hb peculiar beauties. 

If we consider the poetical spirit and numerous 
.variety of measures in his Oiies, we may believe 
this careless versification in his Satires was not urn 
effect of necessity, but of judgment. Bis frequent 
use of proverbs and common phrases ; his difierent 
manner of expressing the same sentiments in his 
Odes and Satires, will convince' us, that he really 
thought a satirist and a'poet were extremely diA 
ferent characters ; and that the language of poetiy 
was as unnatural to the morality of satire, as a 
low, familiar style to the miyesty of an epic poem; 
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or, as he expresses it, thtA the Mase of Satire vails 
on foot, while ell her sisters soar into tbe skies. 

If this criticism be just, the dispute between 
jQTenal and Horace may with ease be decided. 
In Juvenal the vices of his age are shewn in all 
their natural horrors. He rommaods his readers 
in the language of authority, and terrifies them 
with images '.drawn in the boldness of a true 
poetical spirit. He stands .like a priest at an altar 
sacrificing to his gods ; but even a priest, in his 
warmest zeal of religion, might be forgiven, if 
he confessed so much humanity, as not to take 
pleasure in hearing the groans, and searching into 
the entrails of the victim. 

There is a kind of satire of such malignity, si 
too surely proceeds from a desire of gratifying s 
constitutional cruelty of temper. The satirist does 
not appear like a magistrate to give sentence on 
the vices of mankind, but like an executioner to 
slaughter the criminal. It was the saying of i 
great man, that he who hated vice, hated man* 
kind ; but certainly he does not love them as he 
ought, who indulges to «his natural sagacity in s 
discernment of their faults, and an ill-natured 
pleasure of exposing them to public vi^. 

Our author was of another spirit ; of a natural 
cheerfulness of temper; an easiness of manners, 
fashioned by the politeness of courts; a good 
understanding, improved by conversing with raazi- 
kittd ; a quick discernment of Iheir frailties, but, 
in general, so happy an art of correcting them, 
that he reproves without offending, and instructs 
without an affectation of superiority. He preserves 
a strfogth of reasoning necessary to persuade, 
witltout that dogmatical seriousness, which is apt 
to disgust or disoblige. He has this advantage 
over the rigid satirist, that we receive him into 
our bosoms, while he reasons with good humor, 
and corrects in tha language of fiiendahip. Nor 
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S4U his satires be less useful to the present age, 
than to ' that in which they were written, since 
he does not draw his characters from psrticular 
persons, but from human nature itself, which is 
iuTarlably the same in all ages and countries. 

As the morals of Horace are drawn from the 
two purest fountains of human wisdom, a good 
heart, and a weU4mproved under»tandinff, so when 
the reflections of his commentators seemed na> 
turally to rise from their author, the translator 
hath been careful to preserve them, and hopes 
they will not be thought less entertaining than 
useful. Let him be permitted to hope, that the 
notes, in general, must be really valuable, if they 
have been chosen with judgment in any degree 
proportioned tor the labor of collecting them. 
Some original notes there are, but the number is 
not considerable. The rest are given with all 
posable exactness to their different authors; but^ 
since collections of this kind are usually tedious 
and heavy, tiie geography of countries, history of 
persons, and mytiiology of gods, which every 
common dictionary can supply, are here omitted. 

It was esteemed a necessary labor to consider 
the text with the criticism of a grammarian in 
view to the purity of the Latin tongue, and with 
the care of an editor in comparing the various 
readings of manuscripts and editions. Sudi a 
study is very little entertaining, but it often clears 
up difficulties that have perplexed the best in- 
terpreters. It preserves us from authorising nn^ 
known words ; receiving defective constructions for 
elegancies, and barbarisms for beauties. All the 
corrections in tins edition, excepting some fiew 
that are purely coajectural, are to be found in 
manuscripts of best authority, collated by the most 
accurate editors, particularly Dr. Bentiey and 
Mr. Cunningham. Xo the first of these gentlemen 
we are obliged, not only for mao^ remarks of an 
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nnoommott eradttioa, hot for toiiM eoujMttlfftl 
emeadatioiis» wMch no critic of a less dariof wpirit 
could have attempted. To Mr. Cunaingham- we 
are indebted for many valm^Ie instances of aagai- 
city, yet -witli a critidam so severe, ai if it were 
intended r^her to correct Doctor Bentley than 
Horace. Where they agree, we may be almoat 
assured that there is no possibility of doubting. 

Another care of some importance was to correct 
the stops, which are therefore altered in numberless 
places ; for although every reader hath a right to 
point an ancient author as he pleases, since the 
art of punctuation, if it may be so called, is of 
modem invention, yet great exactness to required, 
when it is intended for public use. 

The method of explaining the Classics 1^ similar 
passages from each other hath been generally 
esteemed, if it be not used too frequently, or with 
an affectation of learning.- But as Uie quotations 
would have in the present work been useless in 
their original languages to an English reader, he is 
obliged for all the translations, marked with the 
letter D, to the Reverend Dr. Dunkin. 

While the translator with pleasure acknowledges 
much kind assistance given him in tlie course of 
this work, he thinks himself obliged particularly to 
mention the friendship of. thto gentleman* Hla 
uncommon genius, and extensive abilities in all 
parts of polite literature do not need a character 
here ; but his cheerful and ready assistance in all 
difficult passages ; bis free and manly sj^t of cor- 
recting; bis early givii^ the reputation of his nims 
to this almost desperate undertaking, by owning 
a large number of odes translated by faun, even 
common gratitude ought to acknowledge. But it 
to not a common bapfuness to have many years 
enjoyed the firiendsbip of an honest and a good 
man. May no misfortune ever interrupt the con* 
linaance of it. 
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Tn Justice to his reputation. It ihoqld b« ae- 
ItDOvledged, that ivhatever alterations in this ecfr 
tion are made in his parts of the work, have been 
made without his Ichowledge. They were haaarded 
in the spirit of affection and friendship. 

The general indulgence, with which this work 
fiatfa been received hy the poblic, made the trans- 
lator think himself obliged in gratitude to eorrect 
the present edition with his best care and abilities. 
Yet it were unwise to let the reader know how 
much time and labor hath been laid out upon 
it, lest his expectation should be raised too high, 
and consequently disappointed. Many are the 
faults, which through human weakness, or natnrel 
self-partiality, the translator may be supposed in> 
capable of seeing ; and many, very many more, 
-which he had not strength enough to correct. 

Let him not be thought fond of making inno- 
vations in the received and established forms of 
writing, although he hath been bold enough to 
print all. the words of his . translation, such as 
generous, temperate, powerful, at full length. A 
good reader will pronounce them in the same 
metrical time, as genVous, temp'rate, powerful: 
perhaps in less time; as a dactyle is shorter than a 
spondee. Let us add, that a sweetness of sounds 
in reading can only be preserved by a distinct, 
articulate pronunciation of the vowels; that a 
crowd of consonants and a frequent breaking the 
words really hurts the eye, and that we have al- 
ready too many unavoidable contractions in our 
language. I-et us not mnltv»ly them unnecessarily. 
To print this line, 

MoMtnua horrendam infonae ing«M coi 

in the contractions of prosody, would be perfect 
barbarism. 
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For any other alterationt in this edition, the 
• translator expects and depends on the candor of 
his readers ; yet he neither desires, nor hopes, that 
the translation should be received without a fair 
and manly correction. This -was his first attempt 
in any kind of writing ; and if he hath offered his 
opinion on the difficult passages of his author with, 
that modesty which is due to the public, let him 
expect such tenderness for his mistakes, as he hath 
shewn to those of others, while he confesses, 
without affectation, that he hath much need of it. 
If he hath made no impertinent display of his 
learning, let him not be thought ignorant ; and 
if in the course of five years he hath sometimes 
slumbered over hb woxk, let him not be toe rudely 
wakened ; 

■■■ A kind indulgent sleep 
0*er works of leogOi allowably may creep. 

Horace: Art qf Poetry^ 

On these terms he cheerfully submits to the 
judgment of the' public, and acknowledges as a 
roazira an observation of Arbtotle, That the public 
Judge better in music and poetiy than particular 
persons, for every ono remarks sometlung, and all 
remark the whole. 
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BOOK I. 

ODE I. . 

TO MACENAS. 

r\ Tbon, whose birth illustrious spriuss 

From ISur Etrurians ancient kings, 
Maecenas, to whose guardian name 
E owe my fortune and my fame ; 
rhere are, who round the Olympic goal 5 

Delight the kindling wheel to roll, 
A.iul boldly snatch the illustrious prise 
Which lifts earth's masters to the skies. 

This man, to honors raised supreme, 
By Home's inconstant, loud acclaim ; 10 . 

Another, if from Lybia's plain 
He stores bis private barn with grain ; 
A third, who with unceasing toil 
Ploughs cheerful hb paternal soil ; 
While in their several wuhes blest, 15 

17ot all the health by kings possest. 
Shall tempt, with fearful souls, to brave 
The terrors of the foan^ wave. 

MflBoenas, file fltvorite and cUef niairtw of Aagwtas, 
•was rappoaei to be descended ftom the aoeieat kii^ of 
Etruria. He was so celebrated for his encouagemenk of 
Virgil, Horace and otter poets, that e?en bow a p^ron 
ofliteratvre is oftea iguralively caned a Itecenaa. 

Ver. 8. EartVs matters,'] That i% Hw Rottans ; whfdi 
appeals to me the obrlMa ime« tbongh aaow sn|>poie 
it ueaas the GodSi 
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When load the -winds and wftten wage 
"Wild war with elemental rage, SO 

The merchant praises the retreat» 
The quiet of his rural seat ; 
Tet, want untutor'd to sustain. 
Soon rigs his shatter'd bark again. 

No mean delights possess his sottl, 25 

With good old wine who crowns his bawl| 
Whose early revels are begnn. 
Ere half the course of day be run. 
Now, by some sacred fountain laid, 
Kow, stretch'd beneath some bowering shade* SO 

Others in tented fields rejoice, 
. The trampet^ound, the clarion-voice : 
With joy the sounds of war they hear. 
Of war, which tender mothers fear. 

The sportsman, chiird by midnight Jove, 35 
Forgets his tender, wedded love, 
Whether his faithful hounds pursue, 
And hold the bounding hind in view; 
Whether the boar, fierce-foaming, foils 
The chase, and breaks the spreading toils. 40 

An ivy-wreath, fair learning's priae. 
Raises Maecenas to the skies. 
Be mine, amid the breeqr grove. 
In sacKd solitude to rove; 

To see the nymphs and satyrs bound, 45 

light^anciag, thro' the mki^ round* 
While all the tuneful Sisters join 
Their various harmony divine. 
But if you rank me with the ch<^. 
Who tun'd with art the Grecian lyre^- 50 

Swift to the noblest heights of fame^ 
Shall rise thy Poefs deattdeas 
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ODE II. 

TO AUGUSTUS. 

I^NOnOH of snow, and hail, th* immortal Sire 
"^-^ Hath pdar'd tempestuotis ; whilst his thunders 

dire, 
Vith red right arm at his own temples hurrd. 
With fear and horror shook the guilty world, 
Lest Pjrrba*s age return, with plaintive cries 5 
l¥ho- saw the deep with new-born wonders rise ; 
AVhen to the mountain-summit Proteus drove 
His sea-born herd, and where the woodland dove 
LAte perch'd, his wonted seat, the scaly brood 
Entangled huugjupon the topmost wood, 10 

And every timorous native of the plain 
High-floating swam amid the boundless main. 

We saw, push'd backward to his native source. 
The yellow Tiber roll his rapid coarse, 
With impious ruin threaCning 'Vesta's fane, 15 
And the great monuments of Noma's reign ; 
With grief and rage while Ilia's bosom glows. 
Boastful, for her sevenge, his waters rose. 
Bat now, th' uxorious river glides away. 
So Jove commands, smooth-winding to the sea : SO 
And yet, less numerous by their parents* crimee. 
Our sons shall hear, shall hear to latest times, 

IC is recorded in History, [Ofon.} fliat the night alter the 
name of Aagartos was conferred on Octavios Caeiar, there 
happened an naoommon inandatien «f the Tiber j to whioh 
lUs Ode probably aliodcik 



^ ODES. Book I. 

Of Roman arms with civil gore embru'd. 
Which better had the Persian foe subdu'd. 

Whom of her guardian gods, what pitying power 
To raise her sinking state shall Rome implore ? S6 
Shall her own hallow'd virgins' earnest prayer 
Harmonious charm oflFended Vesta's car ? 
To whom shall Jove assign to purge away 
The guilty deed ? Appear, thou god of day, 30 

But gracious vcU thy shoulders beamy-bright. 
Oh ! veil in clouds Ih' unsfufFerable light : 
Or may we rather thy protection claim, 
Sicilian Venus, laughter-loving dame. 
Round whom gay Jocus, and the god of love, 35 
Wave the light wing, and hovering playful rove ? 
Or whom the polish'd helm, the noise of arms. 
And the stern soldier's frown with transport warms, 
Parent of Rome, amid the rage of fight 
Sated with scenes of blood, thy fierce delight! 4D 
Hither at length thine aspect gracious bend. 
And, powerful, thy neglected race defend : 
Or thou, fair Maia's winged son, appear, 
And mortal shape, in prime of manhood, wear ; 
Declar'd the guardian of tV imperial state, 45 
Divine avenger of great Caesar's fate: 
Oh ! late return to heav'n, and may thy reign 
-With lengthen'd blessings fill thy wide domain; 
Nor let thy people's crimes provoke thy flight. 
On air sjnftrrising to the realms of light. 50 

Great prince and father of the state, receive 
The noblest triumphs, whidi thy Rome can give; 
Nor let the Parthian, with unpuuish'd pride, 
Bcfyond W» bounds, O Caesar, dare to ride. 
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ODE m. 

TO THE SHIP IN WHICH VI&Qa SAILED TO ATHENS. 

CO may the cyprian queen divine. 

And the twin-sUrs with saving lustre shine; 
So may the fiither of the wind 
AH bat the western gales propitious bind, 

As you, dear vessel* safe restore 5 

Th* intrusted pledge to the Athenian shore. 

And of my soul the partner save. 
My mttch-lov*d Virgil, from the raging wave. 

Or oak, or brass with triple fold 
That hardy mortal's daring breast enroU'df 10 

Who first, to the wild ocean'** fage, 
LaunchM the frail bark, and heard the winds engagt 

Tismpestuous, when the south descends 
Fredpitate, and with the north contends; 

Kor fear'd the stars portending rain, 15 

Nor the loud tyrant of the western main. 

Of power supreme the storm to raises 
Or calmer smoothe the surface of the seas. 

What various forms of death could fright 
The man, who viewed with fiz'd, unshaken sight, 110 



Thto Ode gires a pteasios picCiira of the friendihip Ihat 
existed between tlwae great Poeti^ and which appean in 
many odier parti of the works of Horace. NotwitlwtaiwHng 
the oomnioa reproach of die irritability of Poeti^ ooatess* 
poriry poeti of distliigvWied escrilenoe^ in all afe% hare 
geaeraUy been friends. 
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•« llie floaUng monsters^ waves enflam'd, 
A&d rockt, for shipwreck'd fleets, ilUfam'd ? 

Jove has the realms of earth in vain 
Divided by th' inhabitable main. 

If ships pro&ne, witli fearless pride, 85 

Bound o*er th' inviolable tide. 

Ko laws, or human or divine. 
Can the presumptuous race of man confine. 

Hios from the sun's etheiial beam 
When bold Prometheus stole th* enlivening flame, SO 

Of fevers dire a ghastly brood. 
Till then unknown, th' unhappy fraud pursu'd ; 

On earth their horrors baleful spread. 
And the pale monarch of the dead, 

'nil then slow-moving to his prey, 35 

Predpitately rapid swept his way. 

Thus did the Venturous Cretan dare 
To tempt, with impious irings, the void of air; 

Thro' hell Alcides urg'd his course : 
Ko work too high for man's audadous force. «>. 

Our folly would attempt the skies. 
And with i^gantic boldness impious rise ; 

Kor Jove, provok'd by mortal pride. 
Can lay his angry thunderbolts aside. 



ODE IV. 

TO SESTIUS. 

n|^OW winter melts !n vernal gales, 

''"^ And grateful xepbyrs fill the spreading satis ; 

ITo more the ploughman loves his fire; 
19o more the lowing herds their stalls desire. 

While earth her richest verdure yields, 6 

l^or hoary firosts now whiten o'er the fields. 

Now joyous thro* the verdant meads. 
Beneath the rising moon, fair Venus leads 

Her various dance, and with her train 
Of nymphs and modest g|;|ces treads the plain, 10 

While Vulcan's Rowing breath Inspires 
The toilsome forge, and blows up all its fires. 

Now crown'd with myctle, or the flow'rs, 
Which the glad earth from her firee bosom poors. 
We'll offer, in the shady grove, 15 

Or lamb, or kid, as Pan shall best approve. 

With equal pace, ioq^tial Fate 
Knocks at the palaoe, as the cottage-gate. 

Nor should our sum of life extend 
Oar growing hopes beyond their destiu'd end. flO 

When sunk to Pl«to*8 shadowy coasts. 
Oppressed with darkaess, and the fabted ghosts, 

No more ttie dice shall there aesigQ 
To thee, the jovial monarchy of wine ; 

No more shall you the fiiir admire, 85 

The virgins enfy« and the youths desire. 

UttTthOdeofBookiT. is nearty on (be tasM solffeGt 
B2 
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ODEV. 
TO PYRRHA. 

-1117 HILB liquid odors round him breathe, 
^^ What yoath, the rosy bower beneath. 

Now courts thee to be kind ? 
Pyrrha, for whose unwary heart 
X>o you, thus drest with careless art, 5 

Tour yellow tresses bind ? 
How often shall th' unpractised youth . 
Of altered gods, and ii^ur*d truth 

With tears, alas ! complain ? 
How soon behold with wondering eyes 10 

The black'ning winds tempestuous rise. 

And scowl along the main ? 
While by his easy faith betray'd. 
He now eiqoys thee, golden maid. 

Thus amiable and kind ; 15 

He fondly hopes that you shall prove 
Thus ever vacant to his love. 

Nor heeds the faithless wind. 
Unhappy they, to whom untry'd 
You shine, alai ! in beauty's pride ; 90 

While I, now safe on shore. 
Will consecrate the pictnrM storm, 
And all my gratcfol vows perform 

To Neptune?s saving power. 

IUb Ode was translated almost verbally by MUtea, wbfch 
was imerted in the flnt ediUon of Francis ; we approre of 
the change ; for Milton's was in blank verse, which cer. 
iainly is very incompeteat to ihew the spirit of Lyric Poe- 
try, eipeciaWy in a Uteri! verrion: one phraae, bowerer, 
fUm in tlv nuimts, wfakh is here rendered wUh emrtku 
««, to very happy, and an eaact copy of the origiusL 
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ODE VI. 
TO AGRTIPPA. 
■y^ARIUS, who soars with Homer's wing. 

Shall brave Agrippa's coDq,aests sing, 
Whate'er, inspir'd by his commaud. 
The soldier dar'd on sea or land. 
Bat we nor tempt with feeble art § 

Achilles' unrelenting hear^ 
Nor sage Ulysses in our lays 
Pursues his wandering thro* the seas, 
l^or ours in tragic strains to tell 
How Pelops' cruel offspring fell. ' 10 

The Muse, who rules the peaceful lyre, 
Porbids me boldly to aspire 
To thine or sacred Caesar's lame, 
And hurt with feeble song the theme. 
Who can describe the god of fight 15 

In adamantine armor bright. 
Or Mcrion on the Trojan shore 
With dust, how glorious ! covered o*er. 
Or Diomed, by Pallas' aid. 
To warring gods an equafmade ? ^ 

But whether loving, whether free. 
With all our usual levity, 
Vntaaght to raise the martial string. 
Of feasu, andvirgin-fights we sing ; 
Of maids, who when bold love assails, . st5 

Fierce In their anger-pare their nails! 

attributed to AnacreoQ ; for of those odM h. J«- \^ 
y.nmn by An«:reoa, there i. n^^^-^^^L^^^ 
thi. Ode «em« to be to apolog«. ^^noS^'TS^ 
In his Tenes, who shared the conAdeoce of A«™t« iff 
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ODE VII. 

TO tfUNATlUS PLANC0S. 

T ET other poets, in barmomoas lays, 

"■^ Immortal Rhodes or Mitylene pruse. 

Or Ephesus, or Corinth's towery pride, 

Girt by the rolling main on either side; 

Or Thebes or Delphos, for their £ods renowned, 5 

Or Tempers plains with flowery honors crown'd. 

There are, who sing in everlasting strains 
The towers» where wisdom^ virgin^roddess reigns; 
And ceaseless toiling eoort.the trite reward 
Of olive, plttck*d by every vulgar bard. 10 

For Jano's feme, th' anDumber'd, tanefiil th«t»iig 
With rich Mycenae grace their favorite soug , 
And Argos boast, of pregnant glebe to feed 
The warlike horse, and animate the breed : 
But me, nor patient Laced«mon charms, 15 

Kor fair Lariasa with such transport warms. 
As pure Albanea's far-resounding source. 
And rapid Anio, headlong in his course. 
Or Tibur, fenc'd by groves from solar beans. 
And fruitful orchards bath*d by ductile streams. SO 

I most agree with Sanadon, in thioking there are two 
■^arate Odes Joined together, because Tibur is mentioDed 
in both» and die measure is tbe same. Perliaps it may be 
necessary to point out to tbe mere English reader, the dis- 
tinetion between Tiber the rhrer, and TOtnt the village; 
near whtcb, Horace's villa was sitoated, and which Is now 
i Tivoli. 
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As ITotuft oftMi, when the welkin lowers. 
Sweeps off the clouds, nor teems perpetual showers. 
So let thy wisdom, free from anxious strife. 
In mellow wine dissolve the cures of life. 
Whether the camp with banners bright^isplayM, fiS 
Or Tibur holds thee in its thick-wrought shade. 
"Wh^tt Tencer firom his sire and country fled. 
With poplar wreaths the hero crown*d his head 
Reeking with wine, and thus his fiiends addressed. 
Deep sorrow brooding in each anxious breast ; SO 
Bold let us follow thro* the foamy tides, 
Where fortune, better than a father, guides : 
Avaunt despair, when Teucer calls to feme. 
The same your augur, and your guide the same. 
Another Salamis, in foreign clime, S5 

Witli rival pride shall raise her head sublime. 
So Phoebus nods ; ye sons of valor true. 
Full often try'd in deeds of deadlier hue. 
To-day with wine drive eveiy care away. 
To-morrow tempt again Che boundless sea. 40 
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ODE vm. 

TO LYDIA. 

rpELL me, Lydia, prithee tell. 

Ah I why, by loviug him too veil, 

"Why you hasten to destroy 
Toung Sybaris, too amorous boy i 

Why does he hate the sunny plain, 
"While he can sun or dust sustain? 

Why no more, with martial pride, 
Amidst the youUiful battle ride, 

And the Gallic steed command 
With bitted curb and forming hand ? 

More than viper's baleful blood 
Why does he fear the yellow flood? 

Why detest the wrestler's oil, 
While firm to bear the manly toil? 

Where are now the livid scars 
Of sportive, nor inglorious, wars. 

When for the quoit, with vigor thrown 
Beyond the mark, his fame was known? 

Tell us, why this fond disguise, 
In which like Thetis' ton be lies, < 

Ere unliappy Troy had shed 
Her funeral sorrows for the dead, 

I^st a manly dress should fire 
Bis soul to war and carnage dirt* 
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ODE IX. 

TO THALIARCHUS. 

OEHOLD Soracte's airy height. 

See how it stands an heap of snow i 
Behold the winter's hoaiy weight ^ 
Oppress the laboring woods below ; 
And, by the season's icy hand 5 

Congeal'd, the laaj riven stand* 

Kow melt away the wintei'-s cold. 

And larger pile the cheerful fire ; 
Bring down the vintage four-year-old. 
Whose mellow'd heat can mirth inspire ; 10 
Then to the guardian powers divine 
GarelesKthe rest of life resign: 

For when the warring winds arise. 
And o'er the fiervM ocean sweep, 
Tbey speak— and lo! the tempest dies 1ft 

On the smooth bosom of the deep ; 
Unshaken stands the aged grove, . 
And SmIs the providence of Jove. 



A gcttflciBsn who was at Rome daring a very hard win- 
ter, MMue yesn ago, observed Oat tben was Hien snow on 
Moot Sonde, triucb was conndeied as a very eHr** 
ordiasiy difitanpe, a praof Ihat the cUaute of Italy 
■art hSTo changed, as Honoe dcariy acBlioas It as a 
nesl coBNfaenee of winter* 
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To-morrow with its cares despise. 

And make the present hour your own, $0 

Be swift to catch it as it flies. 
And score it up as ciearly won; 
37or let your youth disdain to prove 
The joys of dancing and of love. 

Vfhen o'er the public walks the i^ade S5 

Of sober twilight sheds its power. 
An assignation whispering made 
In silent evening's favoring hour, 
While age morose thy vigor spares. 
Be tliese thy pleasures, these thy cares, 30 

The laugh, that frodi the corner flies* 
The sportive fair-one shtdl betray ; 
Then boldly snatch the jiOyfuI prioe; 
A ring or bracelet tear awaj, 
While she, not too weyeniy coy, S5 

Struggling shall yield the willing toy. 



Book I. ODES. 17 

ODE X. 

HYMN TO MERCURY. 

rpHOU" god of wit ffrom Atlas sprang) 
Who by persoauve power of tongue. 
And graceful exercise refin'd 
The savage race of human kind ; 
Hul, winged messenger of Jove, 5 

And all th' immortal powers above. 
Sweet parent of the bending lyre. 
Thy praise shall all its sounds inspire. 
Artful, and conning to eonceri > 

Whatever in sportive tiieft you steid ; 10 

When from the god, who gilds the pol^ 

Ev'n yet a boy his herds you stole. 

With angry voice the threat* ning power 

Bade thee thy fraudfiil prey restore. 

But of his quiver too beguil'd, 15 

Pleas'd with the theft Apollo smil'd. 
You were the wealthy Priam*s guide 

When safe from Agamemnon^s pride, 

Thn/ hostile camps, which round him spread 

Their watchful fires, his way he sped. tO 

Unspotted simits you consign 

To' blissful seats and joys divine, . 

And powerful with thy golden wand 

The light, unbodied crowd command ; 

Thos grateful does thy oflke prove ^ 

To gods below and gods above. 

Oa a part of this Ode, Saaadon has one of tbe moit ex- 
tnordinarj notes that erer came from tlie pen of a com- 
mentaior. He lays ** this character of Mereary (via. his 
« Am io fbelQ which seems only a matter of divenioa, 
" yetii benificial to mankhwi, by teaiAing then a proper 
« vicUuce ia flMsars of tbOr goeda," 
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ODE XT. 
TO LEUCaNOE. 



S 



jTRIVE not, Leuconoe, to pry 
Into the secret will of fhte, 
Kor imptoas magie Tsdnly tiy* 
To know our lives' uncertain date. 

Whether th' indulgent power divino 
Hath many seasons y^ in store. 

Or this the latest winter thine. 
Which breaks its waves against the shore. 

Tby life with wiser arts be crown'd, 
Thy'philter'd wines abundant pour ; 

The lengthenM hope with prudeoee bound 
Froportion'di to4be flying hour: 

Even while we talk in careless ease. 
Our envious minutes wing their Diglit; 

Instant the fleeting pleasure seiae. 
Nor trust to-morrow's doubtful light. 



The nnoertainty and shortness of life, which the GhriBtiai 
Divine vargea as a reasoa to look forward to a fiitore itstt 
of £xiBtence, the Heathen Philosopher gives is a notir* 
to make the most of the present. 
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ODE XII. 

HYMN TO JOTEi 

TiyHAT man, what hero, on the tunefol Ijre, 

Or sharp-ton'd flute^will Clio chnse to raiM 
Deathless to fame ? Whatgod? whose hallow'd name 

The sportive image of the voice 
Shall thro* the shades of Helicon resound, 5 

On Pindus, or on Haemus ever cool. 
From whence the forests in confusion wUd 

To vocal Orpheus urg'd their way; 
Who by his mother's art, harmonions mas^ 
With soft delay could stop the falling streams, 10 
And Winged winds; with strings of concert sweet' 

Powerful the listening oaks to lead. 
Claims not th* eternal 9ire his wonted praise P 
Awful who reigns o'er gods and men supreme. 
Who sea and earth— this univorsal globe 15 

With grateful change of seasons rules; 
Prom whom no being of superior power, 
Kothing of equal, second gloiy springs. 
Yet first of all his progeny divioe 

Immortal honors Pallas claims : flO 

Oed of the vine in deeds of valor bold. 
Fair virgio^buntress of the savage race. 
And Phoebus, dreadful with unerring dart, 

Nor will I not your praise proclum. 
Aidses' labors, and fair JLeda's twins, 85 

Fam'd for the rapid race, for wrestling fam'd, 
Shall grace ray song; aooB as whose star beaigB 
Tliro* tiM fierce tenpeat ahiacs Hvea^ 
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Swift firom the rocks down foams the broken surge, 
HushM f&II the winds, the driving cloods disperse, 30 
And all the threatening waves, so will the gods, 

Smooth sink upon the peaceful deep. 
Here stops the song, doubtful whom next to praise. 
Or Romulus, or Numa*s peaceful reign. 
The haughty ensigns of Tarquinius' throne, 35 

Or Cato, glorious in iiis fall. 
Grateful in higher tone the Muse shall sing 
The fate of Regulus, the Scaurian race. 
And Faulus, *midst the waste of Cannae's field 

How greatly prodigal of life ! 40 

Form'd by the hand of penury severe. 
In dwellings suited to their small domain, 
Fabricius, Curius, and Camillus rose ; 

To deeds of martial glory rose. 
Marcelius, like a youthful tree of growth 45 

Insensible, high shoots his spreading fame. 
And like the moon, the feebler fires among, 

Conspicuous shines the Julian star, 
Saturnian Jove, parent and guardian god 
Of human race, to tbee the fates assign 50 



Ver. 36. Cato.^ I think, beside the impropriety of placing 
Cato between Tarquin and Regulus, it was very impro- 
bable that Horace should praise Cato in an Ode written 
in honor of Aogintos; for I have no doubt, but Virgil in 
the iEneid, means the elder Cato. Altering two letters 
only, and one particle in the original, I would read 
An catenis 
Nobile Uthi«m 
RegaU«(,te. 
which, would make this change in the traoalatioii^ 

" Or glorious in his patriot fiUl" 
taSTiBg evt the slop after /««; 
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he care of Caesar's reign ; to thine alone 

Inferior let his empiie rise; 
V^hcther the Puthian's formidable powers, 
)r farthest Indians oriental sons, 
Vith sappHant pride beneath his triamj^ &U, 55 

Wide o'er a willing world shall he 
Contented reign, and to thy throne shall bend 
labniissiTe. Thou in thj tremendous car 
Ihalt shake Olympus^ head, and at our groves 

Foliated, hurl thy dreadful bolts. GO 



Ver. 52. /nfM^.l Hie oHghial has second, in contradic* 
froa to what the Poet bat jort said, Tcr. 18. 

<( Nottbw or ci^ second glory springs.* 
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ODE XIII. 

TO LYDIA* 

A H I whdn on Xelepbus's channs, 
'^ His rosy neck, and ivory arms* 
My Lydla's praise unceasing dwens, 
What gloomy spleen my bosom swells i 
On my pale cheek the colour dies, 5 

My reason in confusion flies. 
And the down-atealinf tear betrays 
The lingering flame that inward preys. 
I bum, when in excess of wine 
He soils those snowy arms of thine, 10 

Or on thy lips the fierce-fond boy 
Marks with his teeth the furious joy. 
If yet my voice can reach your ear, 
Hope not to find the youth sincere. 
Cruel who hurts the fragrant kiss, 15 

Which Venus bathes with nectar'd bliss. 
Thrice happy they, in pure delights 
Whom love with mutual bonds unites, 
Unbroken by complaints or strife 
£ven to the latest hoars of life. 90 
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0DE2UV. 

TO THB tBPUBLia 

TLL-FATED vessd r simll tilie wstos aealn 

Tempestnoiu bear theo' t» tlic lUthlcss mtiii? 
What would thy tnadaov, tbBi TirHhF otonm to sport r 
Ah! yet witb eaWtfbtt keep the frimdiy port. 
Behold thy naked deekt ; the aoiittient blMt» 5 
Hark! how it whistlea throT thy readjint mast I 
Kor without ropes thy keel esa lomerbcave 
The rushing fury of ih* intperHMa waives 
Tom are thy saUs, th^fvardiatt gods are loat» 
Whom yoB might chU hi ftttare teiQpests tostt 10 
What tho' m^estic In your prtde ydw Meod 
A noble daughter of the Pontio wood, 
Ton now may vainly keast an emptgr aorae. 
Or birth conspfeaoils iJi the ffoMa of ta&e» 
79ie mariner, when stoma arownd himnse, 15 
Ko longer on a painted stem reilas. 
Ahl yet take heed, lest tiiose ^nov^BBposts sweep 
In. sportive rage thy glories to' the .deep. 
Thou late mydesp «Bitetr«n* fottr^ 
AndnowmyfiMiddMse«nditendecca(re, * 90 
Ah! yet take heed, ;»^d^hose fi^tat seas, 
Wfakh roll among «fe ^tiikigCl^otedas. 

■« ■> • ;■' 
SanadoB, who is ^«m«>n ^f ¥w^ soecdote, jup. 
powi this Ode to be wntteo to dtoraade Aagostiujfirom 
■^^yiting Us power. It most Vktiy alludes to soaie d&i* 
• excited br tbc r^^qbUcaa party. 
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ODE 2V. 

THE PROPHBeT OF MEBE1I& 

^HEK the perfidioiis diophord bora 
Tlie Bpurtan dame to Asia** shore, 
Kerens the rapid winds opprass'd, - 
And calm'd them to nnwilUng rast. 
That he might sing the draadful fate, S 

Which should the guilty lovers wait. 

Fatal to Priam's ancient swaj 
You bear th' ilUonen'd iair awaj. 
For soon shall Greece in arms arise 
Deep«worn to braak thy nuptial ties. it 

What toils do men and hone sustain I 
What carnage loads the Dvdan plain 1 
Pallas prepares the boaading car, 
Ihe shield and helm and rage of war. 

The* prand of Venus' guardian cara, iff 

In vain yon comb your llowing hair; 
In vain you sweep th* unwarlike string 
And tender airs to females sing; 
IVur tho* the dart mey harmless prove 
Ohe dart, that fHghts the bed of love) no 

Tho' you escape the n<dBe of fights 
Kor Ajax can o*ertake thy flighty 
Tet Shalt thou, infianous of Ins^ 
SoSl'lhooe adulterous faahrs in dust 

tanaaon alio sapposes lids Ode te be an aUegoryj Ar 
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rx>ok back and see, with furious pace 
That ruin of the Trojan race 
XJlysses comes; ai^d sage in years 
Fam'd Nestor, hoaiy chief, appears : 
Jntrepid Teucer sweeps the field, 
And. Sthenelus, in battle skiU'd; 
Or skill'd to guide with steady rein. 
And poor his chariot o'er the plain. 
Undaanted Merion shalt thou feel, 
MThile I)iomed with furious steel, • 
In arms superior to his sire. 
Sums after thee with martial fire. 
Ab -when a stag at distance spies 
A prowling wolf, aghast he flies 
Of pasture heedless: So shall yon 
Hi«h^)anting fly when they pursue. 
Not soch the promises yon made, 
^«niich Helen's easy heart betray'd. 
Achilles* fleet with short delay 
Vcngefiil protracts the fatal day. 
But when ten roUing years expire, 
Tfty Tn^jr BhaU Waae in Oredan fire. 



90 



35 



40 
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ODE 3rvr. 

TO TYNDARIS. 

f\ Lorelier daughter of a lovaly dftm«, 
^^ Or give my iminoiu satirea to the fiaiae. 
Or to the Adriatic wave ooaaifni 
For nor the prieatesa of the ^thiaD ahraie* 
Kor the wild bscehaoal, nor prteat poaaeaa'4 5 
Of Dindymene, shake the turbid breast. 
Like fltariona anger is ita gloomy vein. 
Which neither temper'd aword, nor raging main* 
Kor fire wide-waating, nor tumultuous Jove 
Kushing in baleivl thunders firom above 10 

Can tame to fear. Thoa ainga the poet*a lay,r- 
Prometbena to inform hia nobler clay, 
Their Tarious paaaiona choae from every beaat. 
And fir'd with lioo-rage the human brenst. 
From anger dire the tragic horrors roae^ 15 

¥rhich crush'd Tbyestas wiUi a weight «f woea; 
From hence proad <cltiaa date their utter fisUsk 
' When, insolent in ruin, o'er their wsdb 
The wratlifttl sokiier dra^s the hostile plougb. 
That haughty mark of total overthrow. 20 

Me too the heat of youth to madnesa fir'd. 
And with Iambic rapid rage inspir'd : 
But now repentant shall the Muse again 
To softer numbers tune her melting strain. 
So thou recal) thy taunts, thy wrath control, 8S 
Resume thy love, and give me back my soul. 

Why the critkt choae to toppose (bis Ode written t« 
Tjmdani, to whom (be next is dedicated, diey would have 
done well to explain. Id Uie edition of Frands before m^ 
the name is boldly inserted in the translatioB, withont soy, 
warrant from the original. 
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ODiE X^U, 

TO TVNDARIS. 

T3AN from Arcadta'is heights descends 

To visit oft my rarrf seat; 
And her»my tender go8t« d«fimcls 
From rainy winds, and summer's fieiy he^t ;. 

For when the vales wid»4preadiag round, • 5 
The sloping hUis, and polisfa'd rocks 

"With his harmonious pipe resound. 
In fearless saJety graae my wandering flocks : 

In safety thro' the woody brake 

The latent shrubs and thyme explore^ 10 

Kor longer dread the speckled snake, 

And tremble at the martial wolf no more. 

Their poet to the gods is dear. 

They love my piety and muse, 
And all our rural honors here X5 

Their flowery wealth around thee shall diffuse. 

Here shall you tune Anacreon's lyre 

Beneath a shady mountain's brow. 
To sing frail Circe's guilty fire. 

And chaste Penelope's unbroken vow. 20 

Ver. 17. Jtucrecn't Z4fre,2 ' Barnes, in his edition of 
' AnacreoD, £uicies that Tyndaris was Amoos for singiajp 
* an Ode ot that Poet, apoo this subject, of which be 
« laments the loss.' Francu. 

However much we may lament ttie lost Odea of 
Anacreon, it is great doubt if any of these said to be 
found (except the fragments). were written by that Poet. 
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Tvr from the bnnuog dog-atar's rage 
Here shall you quaflf our harmless wine; 

Kor here shall Mars mtemperate waffe 
Rude war with him who rules the Jovial Tine. 

Nor Cyrus* bold suspicions fear ; fl 

Kot on ihy softness shall he lay 
His desperate hand thy clothes, to tear. 

Or hnital>8natch thy festal crown away. 
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ODB 2CVni. 

TO VARUS. 

"p OUND Cittliis' walls, or in Tibar's rich soO, 
-^ To plant the glad vine be my Varus' first toil ; 
For God hath^ropos'd to the wretch who's atiiiret^ 
To drink, or with healt«nawing cares to be corst. 
Of war, or of want, who e'er prates o'er his wins i 5 
For 'tis thine,fhtherBacchns ; bright Venus, 'tis thine 
To charm all bis cares ; yet that no one may pass 
The freedom and mirth of a temperate glass, 
liOt us think on the Lapitbse's quarrels so dire, 9 
And theThradanSjWhom wine can to madnessinspire: 
Insatiate cf. liquor when glow their full Teins, 
Ko distinction of vice, or of virtue remains. 

Great god of the vine, who dost candor approve^ 
I ne'er wiU thy statues profenely remove ; 
I ne'er will thy rites, so mysterious, betri^ 15 
To the broad«Iaring ore of the tale^elliag da^. 
Oh 1 Bibop the loud cymbal, the corMit's alarms, 
Whose sound, when theboeehaaars bosom it wanna. 
Arouses self-love, by blindness misled^ - 
And vanity, lifting aloft the light head, SO 

And hcmor, of prodigal spirit that shows. 
Transparent es glass, all the secrets it knows. 



M ODSS. Sookl. 

ODE XIX. 

OM OLYCERA. 

-yEMUS; who gftve th« Cupkls biiCb, 

^ ikii4 the reusdeas g^d of wine^ 

Wilh the gay power «f waoton mil-th« 

Now bid my heart ito peace vengn; 

il|^ for G-lycera I buco» 

Aad ail my long-forgotten flanies vetura. 

As Parian marble pure and bright 
The staining maid my bosom warnfs ; 

Her face too daszling for the sight. 
Her sweet coquetting^how it charms 1 

Whole Venus rushing thro' my veins, 
No longer in her fevortte Cyprus reigns ; 

Ko longer auflfers me to write 
Of Scythian, £eroe ia martial Heed, 

Or Parthian, lugias ki bia di|ht 
The battle with Mrerted steed; 

Sneh themes she wiU no mmie 4Vfin>vo> 
Nor aught that MUMte Impertuient 4o leee. 

Here let the living altar rise 

Adom'd with every herb and flower; 
Here flame the incense to the skies. 
And purest wine's libation pour ; 
Due honors to the goddess paid. 
Soft sinks to willing love the yielding maid. 

Yer. u. Whole VmaA This In a modem Poet, wouU be 
called a piece of false wit. 
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ODE XX. 

TO HJECENAS. 

A Poe^s bevenige» humbly cheap 
"^ (Should great Maecenas be my guest; 
The vintage of the Sabiue grape. 
But yet in sober cops, shall crown the feast : 

Twas rack'd into a Grecian caak» 5 

Its rougher juice to welt »w»y» 
I se«rd it too-« picaaiag taskl 

"With annual joy to mark the glorious day, 

VThen in applausive shouts thy name 

Spread from die tiieatre around, 10 

Floating on thy own Tiber's stream. 

And Echo, playful uymph, return'd the sound. 

From the Cccubian vintage prest 

For you shall flow the racy wine; 
But ah I my meagre cup's unblest 15 

With the rich Formian or Faieraian viae. 



?er. II. CsatUmk} Hflraoe heve biats to Maeeeoas, as be 
freely telli Torqaatns in one <ii bb Bpiittes, (as an English 
Poet wonld lay to ^ opaltBt fiiend) I can oaljr give you 
haable Port ; and therefore if yon most hSTe Qaret, yoa 
mwt bdag it with yoa. 
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ODE xxrr. 

TO ARISTIUS FUSCUS. 

npHE man, who knows not guilty fear. 

Nor wants the bow, nor pointed spear; 
Nor needs, while innocent of heart. 
The quiver teemin; with the poison'd dartj 

Whether thro' lyfoia's burning sands 5 

His joarney leads, or Scythia's lands, ' 
Inhospitable waste of snows, 
, Or where the fjabulous Hydaapes flows : 

For musing on my lovely maid 
While careless iu the woods I stray*d, 10 

A wolf— how dreadful— cross'd my way. 
Yet fled— he fled from his defenceless prey : 

No beast of such portentous sise 
In warlike Daunia's forests lies. 
Nor such the tawny lion reigns 15 

Fierce on his native Afric's thirsty plains. 

Place me, where never sommer breese 
Unbinds the glebe, or warms the trees; 
Where ever lowering clouds appear. 
And angry Jove deforms tfa* inclement year: so 

Place me beneath the burning ray 
Where rolls the rapid car of day ; 
Iiove and the nymph shall charm ray toils. 
Hie nymph who sweetly speaks and vweetly smiles. 

ODE TOa, will be foand in flie Secalar Ode. 
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^HLOi; fli«s Mi Ul« 9 fawn, 

Whiplp ^o' some •eqji^ster'd Iqvq 
Panting seek^ ^^e imoth«Mie«-, 
Not without a bm^ fe^f 

Qf the g«ntle-brett|i|ii|gcbfMi«> 5 

And the motion of Mi^t^Mll* 
If the corlinfi;^ leamtt ^ M»»kllk 
If a lisard stir the biiAkft 
Frighted it begins tq Aimm, 
Trembling both 9$ hmi^waA klM^. 10 

But not like a tygef iJirfi 
Nora lion fraught wit)i,ilie» 
I pursue i[q$ ^Mir gW^ 
To destroy thy ^futir finp## 
Ifaste thee, le^VQ thy. laai^r'f ^pi, 1$ 

Ripe for love are alj.j^r ghWflQP* 



The beginning of ttis Ode Im» beei^ tbw iaitsteA by 
Spenser: 

* Like 88 a hind rr-r 

< Yet flies away, of bar own feet affear'd ; 

< And ereiy leaf that shaketh wifli the lead 

* Mnrmur of maA^ im (amw tetttMRneapMi 
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ODE XZIV. 

TO tlRGII. 

^HY shoald ve stop the tender tear? 
Why bliuh to weep for one so dear ? 
Thou Muse of melting voice and lyre. 
Do thou the moomfal aong inspire. 
QuinctUtas— sunk to endless rest* 5 

With death's eteraal sleep opprest! 
Oh ! when shall fidth» of aonl sincere. 
Of Justice pore the idster ftdr. 
And modesty, unspotted maid» 
And troth in arliess guise wanyd, 10 

Among the nee of human kind » 

An equal to Qdnetilius find ? 

How did the good, the Tirtnous mourn, 
And pour th^ sonrows o'er his urn ? 
But, Virgil, thine the loudest strain, 15 

Vet all thy pious grief is vain. 
In vain do yon the gods implore 
Thy lov'd Quinctilins to restore, 
WhoiQ on far other terms they, gave, 
By nature fated to the grave. flO 

What tho* you can the lyre command. 
And sweep its tones with softer hand 



The inCentton of tUi Ode is ohrkMNly, not as Tnadt 
•apposes, to console TIrgU for the death of QoioetiUw, hat 
to czprai the grief, both of VfegU a»l himid^ for the 
loss of their conmon friend. 



l^ 
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Than Orpheus, whose harmonious song 

Once drew the listening trees along. 

Yet ne*er returns the vital heat ' S5 

The shadowy form to animate ; 

For when the ghost-compelling god 

Forms his black troops with horrid rod, 

He will not, lenient to the breath 

Of prayer, aubar the gates of dea&. SO 

'Us hard : bot'patience mast endure^ 

And soothe the woes it cannot cure. 
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ODE X2T. 

TO LYDIA. 

npHE amoroDB youths with hMtedbreut 

Thy windows rifely «ow molest. 
Their songs thy rest disturb no iiiore» 
And. quiet hauUgs thy silest door. 
17ow less and less each hour thy ear 5 

These plaintive strains of love shall hear, 
•* Lydia! while slumbers close thine eye, 
*• We freeze beneath the midnight sky !" 
But thou in turn when time's decay 
Bidsr all thy beauties fade away, 10 

In the dark streets the wanton crew 
With trembling voice shalt shameless woo. 
While rage for unappeas'd desires. 
And slighted love thy bosom fires, 
The amorous train for younger brows 15 

Shall twine the myrtle's verdant boughs. 
And all thy wither'd garlands lave 
With scorn in Hebrus* wintry wave. 

Hiis Ode is newly translated for Utis edition. 
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ODE xxvr. 

TO HIS MUSE. 

l^HILE in tin M«Be^ fnendship Meat, 

^ Nor fears nor grief distarb my breast ; 
Bear them, ye ▼agraat w^ods, away. 
And drown them in the Cretan sea. , 

Careless am I, or who shall reign 5 

The tyrant of the firooen plain. 
Or -with what anuons fear opprest 
Heaves Tiridates* panting breast. 
Sweet Mose, who lov'st the virgin spring 
Hither thy sunAy flowerets bring, 10 

And let thy richest chaplet shed 

Its fragrance roond my Xamia's head. 

For nought avails the poet's praise. 

Unless the Mose inspire his lays. 

Now string the tanefiil lyre again, 15 

liBt all thy bisters raise the strain. 

And consecrate to deathless fiune 

My lov'd, my I«amia's bonor'd name*] 
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ODE XZVII. 



TO HIS COMPATflONS. 



"mvra glasies, made for gay dMight, 

Tis Thracian, savage rage, to fight. 
With such intemperate bloody fray ' 
FHght not the modest god away. 
Monstrous ! to see the dagger shine 
Amid the cheerful joys of wiue. 
Here bid this impious clamour cease. 
And press the social couch in peace. 
Say, shall I drink this heady wine 
Prest from the rough Falernian vine ? 
Instant let yonder youth impart 
The tender story of his heart. 
By what dear wound he blissful dies. 
And whence the gentle arrow flies, 
imiat! does the bashful boy deny? 
Then if I drink it let me die. 
"Whoe'er she be, a genopous flame 
Can never know the blush of shame. 
Thy breast no slavish Venus fires. 
But fMr, ingenuous love inspires. 
Then safely whisper in my ear. 
For all snch trusts are sacred here. 
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Ah I worthy of • better flame ! 
TTnbappy youth I is she the dame? 
Jkh, luckless yonthl how art thou lost, 89 

In what aiMa of troobles tost I 

What drugs, what'vitchcraft, or what charmst 

What god can free thee ftom her arms ? 

Scarce Pegasus can diseofage 

Thy heart from this Ghimaera's rage. 30 



Yv, 95. AM mortkf, kc^ IT this badiftiiloTer had been 
of an Ixasclble diqpocitloiH this ceiwire of his toast by oor 
poet, was likely to ranev tiie acene which he cenrarei in 
the opeaiBg of the Ode. 



ODE zxvm. 

A MARINEa AND tm QHOST OF AACmCTAS. 



A RCHYTAS, what avails thy nice surrey 
"^^ Of ooean^s eotmtless aand^ of eattb and sea? 
lb vain thy nich^ spirit ooce could mou 
To orbs celesUal and thoir coiwm aapIorQi 
If here, upon the tempest-beaten strand, f 

You lie oonfin'd, 'till some more liberal hand 
Shall strew the pious dust in funeral rite. 
And wing thee to the boundless realms of light. 

GHOST. 

Even he, who did with gods the banquet share, 
Tithonus, raised to breathe celestial air, lo 

And Minos, Jove*s own counsellor of state. 
All these have yielded to the power of fate. 

MARINER. 

Even your own sage, whose monumental shidd. 
Borne thro' the terrors of the Trojan field, 
Frov'd that alone the mouldering body dies, 15 
And souls immortal from put ashes rbe. 
Even he a second time resign!d hb breath. 
Sent headlong to the gloomy realms of death. 
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GHOST. 
Not meanly skilPd, even 1^ your own applause, 
In moral troth and natare'k secret laws. SO 

One endless night for whole mankind remains, 
And once we all mnst tread the shadowy pluns. 
In bonid pomp of war the seedier dies; 
The sailor in the greedy oeean lies i 
Thus age and yoath' promiscaous crowd the tomb; 
No mortal head can shnn th* impending doom. 96 

"When sets O^on's star, the winds that sweep 
Tlie raging waves, o'erwheim'd me in the deep: 
Nor thou, my friend, refiue with impioos hand 
A little portion of this wandering sand 30 

To these my poor remains ; so teay the storm 
Rage o'er the woods, nor ocean's &ce deform : 
May'gradotts Jove with wealth thy toils repay. 
And Neptune guard thee thro' the wateiy way. 

Thy guiltless race this bold neglect sImII mourn, 
And thou shalt feel the just returns of scorn. S6 
My curses shall pursue the guilty deed. 
And all in Tain, thy richest victims bleed. 
Whate'er thy haste, oh! let my prayer prevail, 
Thrioe strew the sand, then hoist the Bying sail. 40 
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OPE XXXX, 

TO ICCIUS. 

/^ANST thou witii envious eye behold 
^ The blest ArabU*s treasni'd gold i 
WiU IccLiB beMly Uke the fi«ld. 
And teach Sebcea's kiocs to yield? 
Or meditate the dreadful Mode 
In cltaiiu triuoiphantly to lea^ i 

Should you her hapleai lover slay» 
What captive maid shall Qwa thy away 9 
What courtly youth with essenc'd hair 
Shall at thy board the goblet bear, 
Skilful vith his great father's art 
To viag with death the pomted dart ? 

Who shall deny that streams ascend. 
And Tiber's currents backward ^kend. 
While you have all our hopes betray'd ; 
You, that far oUier pco^nise made; 
When all thy volumes, learned store! 
The treasures of Socratic lore. 
Once bought at mighty price, in vain. 
Are sent to purchase arms in Spain ? 
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QOKXZZ. 

TO TSNUB. 

QUE^ of beaoly, qnaco of anilfls, 
^^ Leave, oh! leave thj fiiveiite idee: 
A temple rises to tby fiuae, 
l¥bere Glycera iiwokes tby name," 
And bids the fragraat iaceiiM i 



} 



With thee briog ihj love-wana son« 
The graoes bring with flowing aone, 
Tha nymphs, and jocund Hercorj, 
And smiling youth, who without thee 
Is nongbt but savage liberty. 



Tlte Jitde Ode is anort ha|ip!ly taaitated, bat with rafber 
too free a peneB, and ap^M to Oea. CInncUU, on his 
iMTiag the Dacfc-Usad, M St. teMS*s Fah. 
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ODE XZXI. I 

TO APOLLO. 

-^HEN at ApoUo'k hallow'd shrine 
The poet halls the power divine. 
What is the blessing he implores 
While he the first libation poors ? 

He nor desires the swelling grain, 
Ihat yellows o*tr Sardinia's plain ; 
Kor the fair herds that lowing feed 
On warm Calabria's flowery mead ; 
Nor ivory of spotless shine, 
Kor gold fortb-41amiiig from its mine ; 
Kor the rich fields that Liris laves, 
And eats away with silent waves. 

Let others qaafiF the ra<7 wine 
To whom kind fortune gives the vine; 
The golden goblet let him drain. 
Who venturous ploughs th* Atlantic main, 
blest witli three safe returns a year. 
For he to every god is dear. 

To me boon nature frankly yields 
Her wholesome sallad from the fields, 
Kor ask I more than sense and health 
Still to eoiioy my present wealth. 
From age and all its weakness firee, 
O son of Jove, preservM by Hiee, . 
Oive me to strike the tuneful lyre. 
And thou my latest song inspire. 
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ODE xzzn. 

TO HIS LT&E. 



rF beneath the carelew shade, • 

'- HannooioiisTyre; -with thee Fve plaj'd, 



lU&d for more than many a year, 

Now the Boman Muse inspire 5 

^nd warm the song with Grecian fire ; 

8och aa when Alcsras sonk, 
Who fierce in war thy music stmog, 

"When he heard the battle roar. 
Or almost shipwrecked reach'd the shore. 10 

Wine and the Moses were his thems^ 
And Venoib laughter-loving dame. 

With Cvpid, ever by her side, 
And I^cus, form'd in beauty's pride, 

With his hair of jetty dye^ 15 

And the bUudc lustre of his ^e. 
Charming shell,^pello's love. 
How pleasing to the ftasts of Jove I 

Hear^tfay poetfs solemn prayer, 
Ihou ioffher of each aozioiH care. 00 



N= 
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ODEXXXm. 

TO A.1BIUS TtBOtLUS. 

]'0 more in lliei^ atnia 
Of onrat Olyeen Miii|}l«i»f 
Tho' she resiga her f«ithlett oliimw 
To a new lovei's yoanxer am^. 
The maid, for loveljF for«head iuia'4». 
With Cyrus' hMutiw is tafiwn'dK 
While Pholoe, of haughty charmB,, 
The panting breast of Cyrus warms; 
But wolves and goats shall sooner iirave 
. The pleasuns of forbidden lo'v^ 
Than she her virgia honor stain. 
And not the filthy rake disdain. 
~ So Venus wills, whose power coatrolt 
The fond affections of our souls } 
With sportive cruelty she hiads 
Unequal forms, unequal minds* 
Tlius, when a better miBtnws stiova 
To warm my youUiftil breast to io«e. 
Yet could a slave-borA maid d«taiA 
My willing heart ia pleasing ohaia, 
•The' fiercer she than waves that roar. 
Winding the rough Calabrian shore. 



Hie Love Elegies of Albiw Tilndltw hare peculiar jnerie. 
The EDglifth reader will in great'' measure be enabled to 
judge of this, from the imitations of Hammond, The 
translation by Gr^s^^r is beneath criticinn. 
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ODE xxxrr. 

A Fugitive from heavea sad pt»y«r, 
'^ I mock*d at all religioas fear, 

Deep-adeoc'd io the niaagr lore 
Of mad philMophy i bat novr 
Hoist sail, aod back my vejage plough g 

To that blest harboc^ which I left before. 

For lo I that awful heavenly Sire, 

Who fireqnent cleaves the cloads with fire. 

Parent of day, immortal Jove I 
lAte thro* the floating fields of air, 10 

The face of heaven serene aod fair. 

His thanilurinff ateedii ami wioged chariot drote; 

When, at the bursting of his flames, 

The ponderous earth and vagrant streams. 

Infernal Styx, the dire abode 15 

Of hatoiil TiSBanu proiMndK 
And Alias to bia vtnest bounds 

Trembled bOMath the terrors of the god. 

Hie hand of Jove can crush the proud 

Down tftthe laaanest of the crowd, SO 

And raise the kMnst in his stead; 
But rapid foEteaa pidls faott dow«» 
And snatches his iMpeiiai croiir«» 

To place, not fix it, on another^ head. 



Hiere seems aa reat<m for the idea taken up by Dacict, 
SaoadOD, and ether sagaciega cdtiG% that tUs Ode is 
ironicaL 
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ODE ZXXV. 

TO FORTUNE. 

/^ODDESSk whom Aatium, beauteous town, obeys. 
Whose various will with instant power, can rtuse 
Frail mortals from the depths of low despidr. 
Or change proud triumphs to the funeral tear; 

Thee the poor fiirmer, who with ceaseless pain 5 

Labors the soil; tiiee, mistress of the main. 

The sailor, who with fearless spirit dares 

Hie rising tempest, courts with anxious prayers : 

» 
lliee the rough Dadan, thee the ragrant band 

Of field4)om Sgrthians, Latium's warlike land, 10 

Oities and nations, mother<queens revere. 

And purple tyranny beholds witii fear. 

Nor in thy rage with foot destructive siflim 
lUs standing pillar and Its strength overturn ; 
Kor let the nations rise in bold uproar, 15 

From peace arise, to break th' imperial power. 

"With solemn pace and firm, in airftil state 
Before thee stalks inexorable Fate^ 
And grasps impailing nails and wedges dread, 
The hook tormentoos and the melted lead : SO 



At Braacis to Jwtly cooTinced fluU it to im|io«ible to 
determine on wlMt oocarion tiito noble Ode was compote^ 
why did he iwcrt 8an8doB<ii absurd c onK cC w w ob AM 



abee hope aad honor* now, das, h«ir nref 
With white enrobed, attend with dateooe-cwe. 
When fiom the palace of the great yoo flr 
In aogij mood and garb of misery. 

Hot sudi the erowd of light companions prore, t5 
Kor the ftilse mistress of a wanton love. 
Faithless who wait the lowest dregs to drain, 
Hor friendship's equal Toko with strength sustain. 

Fropitions guard the prince, who bold explorae 
His TentoroQS way to fiurlhest Britaia*a shores! 49 
Onr new raised troops be thy peealiar cure. 
Who dreadful to the'east our banneia bear. 

illas ! the shameless scars ! the guilty deeds. 
When 1^ a brother's hand a brother bleeds ! 
What crimes have we, an iron age, not dai'd P 9S 
Thro' reverence of gods what altar spar'd ? 

Oh ! that our swords with eivil gore distaiuM, 
And in the sight of gods and men profan'd— i 
Oh forge again, ditad queen, the tempei'd steel. 
And let our foes die pointed vengeance fed. 49 
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ODE xxxvr. 

"^ITH incense heap the sacred fire, 

And bolder strike the willing Ijre. 
Now let the heifer's votive kdood 
Pour to the cods its purple flood; 
Those guardian gods, from farthest Spain» 5 

Who send ovr Numida again. 
A thousand kisses now he gives, 
A thousand kisses he receives. 
But Lamia most his friendship proves, 
Lamia with tenderness he loves. W 

At school their youthful love began. 
Where they together rose to man. 
With happiest marks the day shaH shine, 
Vor want th' abundant joy of wine ; 
Like Salian priests the dance we'll lead, IS 

And many a masy measure tread. 
Kow let the Thracian goblet .foam, 
KoT in the breathless draught overcome 
Shall Bassus yield his boasted name 
To Damalis of tipling fame: 20 

Hbre let the rose and lily shed 
Their short-liv'd bloom ; let parsley spread 
Its li^dng verdure o*er the feast. 
And crown with mingled sweets the guest: 
On Damalis each amorous boy 25 

Shall gaae with eje\ that flow with joy. 
While she, as curls the ivy.plant, 
8haM twine luxuriant round her new gallant. 



Book I* ODES. 

ODE XXXVIL 

TO HIS COMPANIONS. 

~^OW let the bowl with wme be tcMwn'd, 

Now lighter dance the toMMf rouod, 
And let the sacred coach be stoi'd 
With the rich dainties of a Salian board. 

Sooner to draw the meOow'd wine 
Prest from the rich Csecubiaa vine 
"Were impious mirt}), while yet elate 
The queen breatb'd ruin to the Soman state. 

Surrounded by a tainted train 
Of men efieminate, obscene. 
She rav'd of empire— nothing less- 
Vast in her hopes and giddy with success. 

But hardly rescu'd from the flames, 
" One lonely ship her fuiy tames ; - 
While Caesar with impelling oar 
Fnrsu'd her flying from the Latian shore: 

Her, with Egyptian wine inspir'd. 
With the full draught to madness fir'd, 
Augustus sobered into tears. 
And tum'd her visions into real ftars. 



This Ode was composed as a compIiineDt to Aagostus, 
«D the complete estabUshmcnt of bla power, by tlie defeat 
of AatooiM at ActiWD, and tbe deaUk^f Cleopstra. 
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As darter sadden from above 
The hawk attacks a tender 4oTe: 
Or sweeping hoatsman drives the hare 
0*er wide iCmonia's isy deserU drear; 

So Caesar thro' the billows prest t5 

To lead in chains the fetal pest: 
Bot 9be a nobler fote explored, 
"Sot woman-like b«held the deathftil sword. 

Unmov'd she saw her state^ destroy 'd. 
Her palace now a lonely Toid, 30 

Nor with her proflifated host 
For saccour fted to some for distaint coast. 

With fearless hand she dar'd to grasp 
The writhings of th« wrathfU asp. 
And suck the poison thro* her veins, S5 

Resolv'd on death and fiercer from its pains ; 

Ilien scorning to be led the boast 
Of mighty Csssai's naval host. 
And arm'd with more than mortal spleen. 
Defrauds a triumph and expires a queen. . 40 
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ODE xxxvm. 

TO HIS SLAVE. 

T Tell thee, boy, that I detest 
The grandeur of a Persian ftast^ 
Nor for me the linden's rind' 
Shall the fioweiy chaplet Und; 
Then search not -trfaero the curious rote 
Seyond his season loiteriniT Srows, 
But beneath the mantling TO>e 
While I quaff the flowing wine» 
The myrtle's wreath slihU crown atir brows. 
While yoo shall wait and I carouse* 



O B E S, 



BOOK II. 



ODES 

BOOK II. 

ODE I. 

TO ASINI.US POLLIO. 

f\F wann commotions, wrathful jars, 
Tlie growing seeds of civil wars ; 
Of double fortune's cruel games, ' 
The specious means, the private aims. 

And futal friendships of the guilty great, 5 

Alas ! how fatal to the Roman state ! 

Of mighty legiions late subduM, 

And arms with Latian Mood imbru'dj 

Yet unaton'd (a labor vast! 

Doubtful the dye, and dire the cast !) 10 

Tott treat adventurous, and incautloiis tread 
On fires, with faithless embers overspread : 



Pollio, who had been originally on the side of Antoniw, 
was, on his death, received iato Aivor by Aogmtos. He 
was a great patron both of Horace and Virgil, who has 
complimented him ou the birth of his bod, in his fowrth 
Eclogue i in which are several passages that seem tah«»' 
from the prophet Isaiah. 

D2 
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Retard a while thy glowing vein, 
Nor swell the solemb, tragic scene ; 
And when tlur sage, historic cares 15 

Have fonn'd the train of Rome's aAurs, 
With lofty rapture re-inflam'd, iniiise 
Heroic thoughts, and wake the buskin*d Muse : 

O Pollio, thou the great defence 

Of sad, impleaded innocence, 10 

On whom to weigh the gr^d debate. 

In deep consult the fathers wait; 
For whom the triumphs o*er Dalmatia spre»d 
XJniading honors round tl^ laur«i*d head. 

Ix> ! now the clarion's voice I hear, 

Its thrfeat'ning murmurs pierce mine eair ; 
And in tbj lines with brazen breath 
The trumpet sounds the charge of death ; 
Now, now the flash of brandish'd arms afitight 
The flying steed, and mars the rider's sight! 30 

Panting with terror I survey 

The martial host in dread array. 

The chiefs, how valiant and how just! 

Defil'd with not inglorious dust^ 
And all the world in chains but Cato se^ . S5 
Of soul unshock'd, and savage to be iree. 

Imperial Juno, fraught with ire, 
- And all the partial gods of 'tyre, 

WhCt feeble to revenge her cries. 

Retreated to their native skies, 40 

l^ve in the victor's bleeding race repaid 
Jsgurtha's ruin and appea^'d his shade* 
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"What pUiB, Ify mortals traven*d o'ov 
Is not anrich'd with Boman gore ? « 
XJnnnmberM separchres record 45 

The deatbful harvest of the sword. 
And provd Besperia mshiiv into thrall, 
l^hile distant Fartfaia heard the comb'roiis fall. 

What gnlf, what rapid river lk>wt 

Unconscioos of oar wasteful woes ? SO 

"What rolling sea^s uniathoniM tide 

Have not the Daunian alavghters dy'd? 
What coast, enciroled by the briny flood. 
Boasts not the shamefnl tribute of oar blood ? 

Bot thoQ, my Mose, to whom belong SS 

The sportive jest and jocund song. 

Beyond tl^ province cease to stripy, 

Kor vain revive the plaintive lay: 
Seek humbler measures, indolently laid 
With me beneath some love-sequesttx'd shade* 60 
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ODE II. 

TO CRISPUS SALLU8TIUS. 

/^ OLD bath no Imtre of its own. 

It ihines by temperate use alone. 
And when in earth it hoarded lies 
My Sallust can the mass despise. 

With never-failing wing shall fame 5 

To latest ages bear the name 
Of Proculeius, who could prove, 
A father, in a brother's love. 
Sy virtue's precepts to control 
The thirsty cravings of the soul 10 

Is over wider realms to reign, 
TJnenvied monarch, than if Spain 
Yon could to- distant lybia join. 
And both the Carthages were thine. 

The dropsy, by indulgence nurs'd, 15 

Pursues us with increasing thirst. 
Till art expels the cause, and drains 
The wat'ry languor from our veiot. 
True virtue can the crowd unteach 
Their false, mistaken fecms of speech ; SD 

Virtue, to crowds a foe profest. 
Disdains to number with the blest, 
Phraates by his slaves ador'd. 
And to tlie Farthiah crown restor'd, 
But gives the diadem, the^ throne, 95 

And laurel wreath to him alone. 
Who can a treasur'd mass of gold 
With firm, ondassled eye behold. 

It te generally supposed Chat this Ode Is not addrsMed 
to the celebrated Usioriaa ef that aaoM^ bat to a rela- 
tionofUs. 
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ODE in. 

TO DEJLLIU& 

tN arduous Ijoors an equal mind maintain. 

Nor let your spirit rise too high, 
rho' fortune kindly change Uie scene, 

Alas! my Dellius, thou weit bom lo die. 
Whether your liffe in sadness pass, 5 

Or wing*d with pleasure glide away ; 
Whether, reclining on the grass. 

Toneless with choicer wine the festal dtcy. 
Where the pale poplar and tlie pine 

Expel th' inhospitable beam ; 10 

In kindly shades their branches twine. 

And toils, obliquely swift, the purling stream. 
There pour your wines,, your odora shed. 

Bring forth the rosy, short^Vd flower. 
While Fate yet spins thy mortal thread, 15 

While youth and fortune give th' indulgent hour. 
Your purclhas'd woods, your house of state. 

Your villa wash'd by Tiber's wave. 
You must, m^ DelUus, yield to JMCe, ig 

And to your heir these higb-pU'd treasures leave. 
Tho* you could boast a monarch's birth; 

Tho' wealth unbounded round thee flows; 
Tho' poor, and sprung from vulgar earth. 

No pity for his victim Pluto knows ; 
For all must tread the paths of Fate, SS 

And ever shakes the mortal um. 
Whose lot embaiks us, soon or late, 

Oa Charon's boat, ah I nem to return. 
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ODE IV. 

TO XANTHIAS PH0CEU8. 

ID LUSH not, my Phoc«ai» tho' • duM 

-^ Of tenrile sUte thy brMSt enfluM; 

A slave coold stern Achillea move. 

And bend his haughty soul to love : 

Aju, invindbie in anns, ' 

Was captiv*d by his captive's charms : 

Atrides, midst his triumphs mourn'd. 

And for a nivishM virgin bum*d, 

Vhat time, the fierce barbarian bands 

Fell by PeUdes* conquering hands, 10 

And Troy n>er Hector swept away) 

Sectme to Greece an easier prey. 

Who knows, when Fbyilis is your bride, 
To what high stock yoo*tl be allied? 
B^ parents dear, of gentle race, 15 

Shall not their soii4i»4aw diagnce. 
She sprang from kings, or nothiag less. 
And weeps the ftmiXy's distress. 

Think not a m^d m> fidr, so chaste, 
By vulgar sires can be debased ; 99 

To shameless, prostituted eartb» 
Think not that Fbyilis ewes her birth. 



T%e lore of Fteceai for Us Mftaal^ was obHouilj, from 
ver. 9S and t4, honoiablei and thsraibpe be did ao^ u 
Fnacls «yi be did, make one of the onnber .9t (hois 
sedaoers of feaiale scrraniib toaad by lbs JtoiaiB% Aa- 
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Who with such fifmaew conld disdain 
The force and flaltn^ of gain. 

Tet, after all, believt ne, firiend, 
I can with innocence commend 
Her blooming famt her sdowy anna. 
Her taper leg» and all her cfaarait, 
For, trahbUng on to for^jr year* 
My afe forbids all jealoos foars. 
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ODE V. 

§EE, thy heifer's yet ttiibroke 
To the labors of the yoke, 
Nor hath strength enough to prove 
Such impetuous weight of love. 
Hound the $elds her &ncy strays, 5 

O'er the mead she sportive plays, 
Or beneath the sultry beam 
Cools her in the passing stream. 
Or with frisking steerlings young 
Sports the sallow groves among. 10 

. Do not then commit a rape 
On the crude, unmellow'd grape : 
Autumn soon, of various dyes,- 
Shall with kinder warmth aftse. 
Bid the livid clusters glow, 25 

And a riper purple show. 
Time to her shall count each day. 
Which from you it takes away ; 
Lalage, with forward charms. 
Soon shall rush into your arms; qq 

Pholoc, the flying fair, 
Shall not then with her compare; 
Kor the maid of bosom bright, 
Like the moon's unspotted light, 
O'er the waves, with silver rays, £5 

"When the floating lustre plays : 
14 or the Cnidian fair and young. 
Who, tlie virgin chQir among. 
Might deceive, in female guise. 
Strangers, tho' extremely wise, 3q 

With the difference between 
Sexes hardly to be seen, 
• With his hah- of flowing grace. 
And his boyish, girlish face. 



, ODE VI. 
. TO 8EPTI1IIU8. 



S' 



JEFITMIUS, who hast vowM to go 
With Honm even to fitftMst Spain* 
Or see the fierce Csnfhrien ft>e 

Untancht lo bear the RomaB diahi, 
»r the hnbarie SQrtts, with aad neoil 5 

IHiere Mparifanlan fattlows eeaaalesa boU; 

May Tibor to my latest hours 

Afford e kind and cahn retreati 
Tibiuv beneath whose lof^ towers 

The Oredaos fiz'd their bHssftil seat; 10 

rhere mey my laboi^ end, my wandering cease, 
rhere all ny toils of warftre rest in peace. 

But should the partial Fatea refuse 
That pufer air to let me breathe, 
Oalesus, geatle streanf. Til choose, If 

Where flocks of richest fleeecs bathe: 
Fhalaatos there hb rural sceptre swi^d. 
Uncertain olispring,of a Spartau inaid. 



Ter. 18. VkeertdH tf^^riv.] Firogi a cfccaBUlaaoe thai 
ocnm4 dariag the Mswcii is n war, a certain aambar of 
the Sfartav were of aaeertaia paraalage^ and eaUed 
PuHMBtaHi ttef temed the coloaf of Tueatni, iu 
Italy; tni Ptatantw was oae of dwir anb«r. 
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Ko ftpot 80 joyous smiles to me 

Of this wide globe's extended shores ; 91 

Where nor the labors of the bee 
Yield to Hymetttts' golden stores. 
Nor the green berry of Venafran soil 
Swells with a riper flood of fragrant oil. 

There Jove his kindest gifU bestows, 85 

lliere joys to crown the fertile plains, 
With genial warmth the winter gkyws. 
And spring wi^ leagthen'd honors reigns. 
Nor Aulon, Mendly to the dnstef'd vine, 
' Envies the vintage of Falemian wine. ~ SO 

That happy place, that sweet retreat. 

The charming hills that round it rise, 
Yonr latest hours and mine await. 
And when at length your Horace die^ 
There the deep sigh thy poet<fiiend shall moun, » 
And pious tears bedew hb glowing urn. 
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ODE VII. 

TO POMPEIUS VARUS. 

TTARUS, in early youth beloVd, 

In war's extremest dangers proVd, 
Oar dftringr host when Brutus led. 
And in the cause of freedom bled» 
To Rome and all her guardian powers i 

VThat h«Hppy chance my iriend restores^ 
Virith whom IVe cheer'd tlie Udious day, 
And drank its loitering hours away; 
Profuse of sweets while Syria shed 
Her liquid odors on my head } 10 

With thee I saw Philippi's plain. 
Its fiktal rout; a fearful scene ! 
And dropp'd, alas 1 th* inglorious shield. 
Where ▼alor's self was forc*d to yield. 
Where soil'd in dust the vanquish'd lay, 10 

And breath'd th* indignant soul away. 
Bat me, when dying with my fear. 
Thro' warring hosts, enwrapt in air 
Swift did the god of wit eouToy ; 
VHiile thee, wild Wat's tempestaow sea 90 



Ver.ll.PMI^i^JUB.3 Hence, as has bMB said in Us 
lift, was a tribinie in fhe amy of Bratw at die battle of 
FMippi. He here, in coaipBaMnt to Ui patron Avgotta^ 
prides hlBMdr on his want of eoerage on that day.' A 
modem Poet on a rinttar ooeaakm, adgfat have menlkmed 
bis defeat, bat not Us cowardice. The words, bowevcr, 
i^withmvfMt, aniBterp«ta«ODS»f(lMtniMl»tor. 
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Besorbiog, htmied far firom shore, 
And to new scenes of stanghter bofe. 

To Jove thy votiye offering pay. 
And here beneath my laurels lay 
Thy limbs, from toils of -warfare free, Sf 

Kor spare the casla reserv'd for thee. 
But joyovs fill the polish'd bowl ; 
With wine ofcliyious cheer thy sonl. 
And from the breathing phials poar. 
Of essenc'd sweets a larger showetr. 30 

Bat who the wreath unfading weaves 
Of parsley or of myrtle-leaves ? 
To whom shall beauty's queen assign 
To reign the monarch of our wine ? 
For Thracian-Uke Fil drink to day, S5 

And deeply Bacchus it away* 
Our transports fbr a friend restored. 
Should even to madness shake the boai^d. 
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ODE vur. 

' TO BARINE. 

TF e'er th* insalted powers had ihed 

''- Hie slightest veogeaoce on thy bead. 

If bat a nail or tooth of thee 

Were Uacken'd by thy pejjuiy. 

Again thy fiiasehood might deceire, 5 

And I tiie faithless vow believe. 

Bnt when, perfidious, you engage 

To meet high heaven's vindictive rage. 

You rise, with heightened lustre fair. 

Of aU our youth the public care. 10 

It profits thee to be forsworn 

By thy "dead mother's hallow'd urn: 

By heaven, and al! the stars that roll 

In silent circuit round the pole; 

By heaven and every nightly sign, ' 15 

By eveiy deathless power divine; 

for Venus laughs at all thy wUes, 

The gentle nymphs behold with smiles. 

And, with the blood of some poor swain, 

By thy perfidious beauty slain, 90 

Fierce Cupid whets his burning darts. 

For thee to wound new lovers' hearts. 



Ver. s. If tut, StcJ} Ttita couptlet stands thus in the last 
edilioB of Frands : 

" If tfaey bad mark'd thy fUthlen tmtfi, 
" With one fool nail, or blackened tooth, 
tbe aUarstfon IjOiink arach for the worae. 
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Thy train of ftlavcs grows every day, 
Infents are rising to thy tvr&y. 
And thcfy, who swore to break thy chain, £5 

Yet haunt those impious doors again. 
Thee mothers for their striplings fear, 
The father trembles for his heir, 
And weeping stands the virgin-bride, 
In Hymen's fetters newly tied, 30 

Lest you detain, with brighter charms. 
Her perjur'd husband from her arms. 
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ODE IX. 

TO VALGIU8. 

~^rOR ererlasting rain deforms 

The squalid fields, nor endless storms, 
Inconstant, vex the Caspian main, 
Kor on Armenia's froaen plain 
The loitering snow unmelting lies, 5 

Kor loud when northern winds arise. 
The laboring forests. bend the head, 
Kor yet their Icafj honors shed : 
Bat you in ceaseless tears complain, 
And still indalge this weeping strain. 10 

When Vesper lifts his evening ray, 
Or flies the rapid beam of day. 
The death of Mystea fills your eya. 
And bids the tender passion rise. 

17ot for bis son the Grecian sage, 15 - 

RenownM for lUrice the mortal age ; 
Not for their youthful brother dead 
Such sorrows Priam's-daughters shed. 
At length these weak complainto give o'er. 
Indulge th' unmanly grief no more, CD 

But let us bolder sweep tJie string, * 
And Caesar's new-rab'd trophies sing; 
Or sing Niphates' freezing flood, 
And Medus, with his realms, subdu'd ; 
"Whose waves. are taught with humbler pride ' S5 
Smoother to roll their lessening tide. 
And Scythians, who reluctant yield, 
Kor pour their sqnadrena o'er the field. 
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ODE X. 
TO LICINI'US HI7RBNA. 

T ICINIUS, would you Uvc with ease, 
-^ Tempt not too fBur the bodndless seas; 
And when you hear the tempest roar. 
Press not too near th* aneqosl shore. 

The man, within the golden mean^ 
Who can his boldest wish contain. 
Securely views the ruin'd cell 
Where sordid want and sorrow dw^ 
And in himself serenely great. 
Declines an envied room of state. 

When high in air the pine ascends. 
To every ruder blast it bends : 
Tlie palace from its aiiy height 
Falls tumbling down with heavier weight ; 
And when from heaven the lightnlDg flies. 
It blasts the hills which proud^t rise. 

With virtue's tranquil wisdom blest; 
Whoe'er esyoys th' untroubled breast; 
With hope the gloomy hour can cheer. 
And temper happiness with fear. 
If Jove the winter's horrors bring. 
Great Jove restores the genial spring; 
Then let us not of Fate complain. 
For soon shall «hange thQ gloomy scene. 
Apollo sometimes can inspire 
The silent muse, and wake the lyre ; 
The deathful bow not alw^s plies, 
> Th' unerring dart not always flies. 
Whan Fortune, various goddess, lowers. 
Collect your atrength, exert your powers; 
But, when she breathes a kinder gale. 
Wisely contract your twelling saB. 
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ODE XI. 

TO OUINTIUS HIKPING8. 

T) £ not aazioiis, ficitiui, to know 

What the fierce Cantabrian foe» 
What intends the Scjthiaa's pride> 
Far from as vhom seas divide. 
Tremble not with vain desireSk " 5 

Few Uie things which life requires. 
Tooth with rapid swiftness flies, 
Beauty's lostre quickly dies. 
Withered age drives far away 
Gentle deep and amorous play. 1& 

When in vernal bloom they glow 
Flowers their gayest honors show ; 
Nor the moon with equal grace 
Always Ufts her ruddy faoe. 
Thus while natnre's works decay, 15 

Busy mortal, prithee say. 
Why do you fatigue the mind, 
Kot ft>r endless schemes design'd ? 

Thus beneatli this lofty sbade,^ 
Thus in careless frtedom laid, £0i - 

While Assyrian essence sheds 
Liquid fragrance on our. heads, 

SsaadoD, with tato osaal critical acomen, hss disooveieA 
the beginning of this Ode to be serisos ; but tbe whole 
Ode Mems to. be a good hamored banter on a ch«racter, 
▼«ry freqaenOy found in England, who is entirely absorbed^ 
io the piusnit of pidriie news. 
£ 
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While we lie with roees crown'd. 

Let the cheerful bowl go ronnd : 

Baochos can oar cares control, 85 

Caret that pr^ upon the soul. 

Who shall from the passidg stream 
Quench our wine*s Falemian flame i 
Vbo the vagrant wanton bring. 
Mistress of the Ijrric string, SO 

With her flowing tresses tied, 
Careless like a SparUn bride ? 
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ODE xn. 

TO MJECEKAS. 

T^UMANTIA's waf», fyr ye»n maintained. 

Or HannibaTs vindictive ire, 
Or sew irith Panic gore distain*d, 
Sait not the softness of my feeble lyre. 

2Tor the fierce broils and savage mirth ^ 5 

Of centaurs deep with wine imhm'd ; 

Vor the gigantic sons of earth 
By force Herculean gloriously snbdu'd; 

That eartli^m race, with dire alanns 
vrho shook the starry spheres above, 10 

And impious dar^d with horrid arms 
Boldly defy th' omnipotence of Jove. 

Tou in historic prose shall tell 

The mighty power of Caesar's war; 
How kings beneath his battle feU, 15 

And dragged indignant his tiinmphal car, 

Li^ymnia's voice, Licymnia's eye. 

Bright-darting its resplendent ray. 
Her breast where love and friendship He, 

The Mase commands me sing in softer lay; 80 

In raillery the sportive jest, 
Graceful her step in dancing charms, 

When pUyful at Diana's feast 
To the bright virgin choir she winds her 
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Say, ahall the wealth tiy kings possest, ss 

Or the rich diadems they wear, 
Or all the treasures of the east, 

Forchase one lock of my Licymnia*s hair? 

While now her bending neck she plies 

iBacbward to meet the boraing kiss, . so 

Then with an easy cmelty denies, 
^ And wishes yon would snatch, not aak die Miss. 
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ODE XIII. 

'tjy HOEVER nus'd aad planted the* 

, Unlucky and pernicious tree. 

In hour accnn'd with impions hand 

(Thoa banc and scandal of my land) 

Well may I thukk the parricide 

In &tber's blood his sonl had dyed 

Or plong'd his dagger in the breast 

Of his deep^lnmberiag midnight gnest, 

Or.tempei'd every belefol juioe, . " 

Which poisonous Colehiaa giebee prodaee, 10 

Or if a blacker crime be known* 

Tiat crime the wretch htiXh made his own. 

Who on my harmless grounds and me 

Bestow'd thee, Inckless, MUng trae. 

While dangers hourly roond ua rise, iS 

Vo cantion gnards ss ftom surprise. 
AU ether deeths the sailor dares. 
Who yet the raging ocean feais} 
Hie ParUdan views with deep dismay. 
The Roman chains and firm array; tt 

The Roman dreads the Parthian's speed, 
Hto flying war and backward reed; 
While death, nnheeded, sweeps away 
He world, has everlasting prey. 



Mir. nraadi thiaks tUs aa iaooMUarable tvli»6et for an 
Ode. Horace was of a very dMterent optotoo, for he men- 
tiow the dranstaace agaia in Ode zrti. of «bto Book, 
aad ia Book Hi. Ode t^ he tayt to ha* ertsM IA od sa 
anaaal festival la cowsMaiorallOB of it 
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How near wai I those dreary plains 95 

Where PIoto*s aobnm consort reigns, 
Where awful sits the jndge of hell. 
Where pious spirits Wissfnl dwell. 
Where Sappho in melodious ^trisins 
Of crael calumny complains,- -30 

Alcteus strikes the golden strings. 
And seas, and war, and exile sings? 
Tlius while they strike the various lyre. 
The ghosts the sa£red sounds admire; 
But when Alcmw lifts the strain 95 

To deeds of war mui tyents slaiiiy 
In thicker crowds, the shadowy throng 
Drink deeper dowtf tbe martial soag:* 
What wonder i whmi with bending ears ^ 
The dog of hell «stoni«h'4 hears, 40 

And, in the ftiiie»faairentwi&'d. 
The snakes with c b e etfn i horror wiad. 
While chams'd by the inelediont stnin 
The tortur'd giioste ibivet their paio. 
Nor lions rage, nor lymns fligtat, 45 

Orion's raptui'd »nl dfilig^t. 
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ODE XIV. ' 

TO P08TUMUS. 

TJOW swiftly glide oar flying yean! 
^ Alas! nor piety, nor tears 

Can stop the ieetiiKig day; 
I>eep.furrow*d wrinUes, posttng age,' 
And death's unconqtierable rage, 6 

Ara ttraagers to delay. 

Tho' eyeiy day a btOl ahonld Ueed 
To Plato, beottess irere tlM deed. 

Hie laoaareb teailesa reigiis. 
Where va(tor<4eitttf'd Vityct lies, 10 

And triple Oefyon's moastroos' ilae 

The glMfliy wave detaim. 

Whoever tastes of earthly food 
Is deom*d to pass the joyless flood. 

And hear the Stygian roar; 15 

The sceptred^ing, who roles the eartht 
The laboring hind of homUer Urth, 
' Must reach the distant shore. 

The broken surge of Adria's main, 
Hoane-soandiiHb we avoid in vain, SO 

And Mars in blood^tain'd ams; 
Hie soathern blast in vain we foar. 
And aubimn's life annoying air 

With idle ftart alanas; 
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For all must se« Cocytus flow, £5 

^Hiose gloomy water sadly alow 

Stray* thro' the dreary soil. 
The guilty maids, an ill-fam'd train ! 
And, Sisyphus, thy labors vain 

Condemned to endless toil. 90 

Thy plmsing consort muat be lef^ 
And you of villas, lands, beteft, 

Most to lihe sbade^ descend; 
The cypress only, hated tree!. 
Of all thy much-lovM groves, shall thee, S5 

Its short-Uv'd lord attend. 

Then shall thy worthier hear dischaiis - 
And set th* iin{maoa*d cadka at lam* 

And dye .the floor, with wim 
So rich and praciousy aot the feasts «) 

Of pontiffs cheer tt^.ravish'd g«Mtii 

With liquor more diviae. 
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ODE XV. 

TK royal prid^ our buildings rise. 

The useless ploagh neglected lies ; 
Ponds, broad as lakes, oar fields o'erspread, 
And tMurren plains high vave the head 
Above the elm, while all axound, $ 

Wafting their fragrance o'er the groand 
Where flonrish'd once the olive shade 
- And its rich master's cares repaid, , 

The violet and myrtle greets 
Th« sense— a laxitry of sweets ! 10 

While vainly would Apollo's ray 
Xliro' our thick laurais poor the day. 
Not such mere Cato'a stern decrees, 
Kor Komnlus by arts like these 
In wisdom fonn'd th* imperial sway t5 

And bid th' unwiUing world obey. 
Tho' small each peiMaal estate. 
The public revenues were great; 
Arcades were then 1^ law confin'd, 
Nor open'd to the northern wind : 99 

The casual turf, where fortune pleas'd. 
The private dwelling humbly rais'd. 
While awful to the powers divine 
Ofateful they built the sacred shrine. 
And high their public structures shone, as 

Enrich'd with ornamental stone. 

This Ode might be parodied and applied to the q>eca-i 
latire agricnltnrists of the present day, who iraste large 
tracts of the richest land in the productio;i of crops of 
corn, too dear for any one tosbny ; and beef and natton, 
too fat for any one to eat. 

£2 
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ODE xn. 

TO POHPEIUS 6R0SPHU&. 

Ty^HEN cloads the mooa*s fair Instre bids, 

No sUn the doubtful htim to guide; 
The sailor mid the ngidg seas 
Suppliant implores tlie gods for ease; 
for ease,' the warlike sons of Thrace, *S 

The Medes, whom sbtniag qmvers graoe % 

For ease, that never can be sold 
~ For gems, for purple, or for gold% 
For neidier wealth, nor power control 
The sickly tumults of the soul, 10 

Or hid the cares to stand aloof,. 
Which hover round the vaulted roof. 

Happy the man, whose frugal board 
His father's plenty can afford ; 
His gentle sleep nor anjuous fear U 

Shall drive away, nor sordid care. 

Why do we aim with eager strife 
At tilings beyond the mark of lifs f 
Creatures, alas ! whose boasted power 
Is bat the blessing of an hour ! 19 

To eUmates warm'd by other suns 
In vain tlie wretched exile runs ; 
Consuming cares incessant charge 
His flight, and board his armed barge; 

** They stop the chariot, and tbey board the bafge.* 
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Or tho' he moant the rapid steed, SS 

Cmn follows with anerring speed* 
Far fleeter than the tinoroos taiod. 
Far fleeter than the driving wind. 
He, who can taste withowt allay 
The present pleasures of the day, 90 

Should with an easy, cheerful smile 
J]^ bittemett of life beguile; 
Should all of future care detest^ 
For nothing is eompletely blest. 
Achilles perish*d in his prime, 35 

TI|0Mm was worn away l» time, 
-And Fate,^th lavish habd, to me 
Msor grant what it denies to thee. 

An hundred bleating flocks are^thincb 
Around tiiee graae thy lowing kine; 40 

Neighing tiqr mares invite the reins, 
- Thy robes the double purple staini^ 
Tb me, not unindulgent Fate 
Beatow'd a rural, calm retreat, 
With ait to tune the Roman lyre, 45 

To warm the song, with Grecian fire^ 
And SGom, in oonsdous^firtne proud, .^ 

The vortfaleu malice of the crowd. 
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. ODE XYH. 

TO MACENAt. 

T^HT wUI MaM^as thvs cot^^viiOo, 
^^ And kiU me wiUi th» nnkiiidly ttnio ? 
Kor cui the godt, liot I toAsent 
That you, my life's great oranMnt, 
ihould sink untimely to the tomb» 
WhUe I sunriTO th^'filtal'doom. 

Should you, aUb! hesiiatch'd awaj. 
Wherefore, ah! #ll«refore ehonid I et^r> 
^y value loit, nb longer -whole. 
And but po8sesBhig bidf mjr eoul ? 4 

One day, beliei« the sacred oath, 
Shall read the Ibuerftl pomp of both; 
Cheerful to Pluto's dark abode, 
With thee HI tread (he dreary tota. 
Bor fell Cbimser^s breath of fire, 
Kor hundred4Milded Gyas dire. 
Shall ever teaf'njy fifend firom ue ; 
80 Justice and thi) Fates decree. 

Whether fair libra's kinder sign. 
Or Scorpius with an eye malign 
Beheld my birth (whose gloomy power 
Hules dreadftil cf er the natal hour) 
Or Capricorn, vith angiy rays 
Who shines the tynat of the seas. 
With equal beams our stars untie. 
And straacvlj ilMd Ifaeic mingled light. 
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Th«e, Jove's bright iaflaence Miatch*d aw«7 

From baleful Saturn's impioas ny* ' 

And stopp'd the rapid wings of Fate, 

When the full theatre^ elate, SO 

Widi jojrful transports hail'd thy name, ' 

And thrice uprais'd the load acclaim. ^ 

A tree, when fiUUng on my head. 
Had surely cnxsh'd me to the dead, 
Bnt Pan, the poet^s guardian, broke, 35 

With saving hand, the destin'd stroke. 
For thee, let tbe rich victim's blood 
Poor 'forth to Jove its purple flood; 
For' thee, the votive temple rise ; 
For me an bumble lambkin dies. 40 
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OPE xvm. 



T^O walU with ivory inlaid . , 
Adorn my house, no colonade 

Prondiy sapports a citron beam, 

Kor rich with gold my ceilings flame ; 

Kor have I, like an heir unknown, 

Seia'd npon Attalus's throne ; 

Itor dames, to happier fortunes bred. 

Draw down for roe the purple thread ; 

Tet with a firm and honest heart. 

Unknowing or of fraud or art, 

A liberal vein of geuias blest, 

rm by the rich and great carest. 
My patron's gift, my sabine field 
Shall all its rural plenty yield»* 
And happy in that rural store, 
Of heaven and him I ask no more, 
w Day presses on the heels of day. 
And moons increase to their decay ; 
But yon, with thoughtless pride eUte. 
TTncoosciottS of impending Fate, 
Command the pUlar'd dome to rise. 
When loi thy tomb forgotten lies. 
And, tho' the waves indignant roar. 
Forward yon urge thjs Baian shore. 
While earth's too narrow bounds in vaia 
Ihy gnUty prtgress would restrain. 

What am this impioas avaitee stay P 
nieir sacred landmarks ton awaj. 
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Ton plang« into your neighbour's grounds. 
And overleap your client's bounds. 90 

Helpless the wife and husband flee. 
And in their arms, expell'd by thee, 
Their bousbold gods, ador'd in vain. 
Their infanta too, a sordid trun. 

Tet destin*d by unerring Fate, 39 

Shall heirs rapacious courts await 
This wealthy Lord- 
Then whither tend thy wide domains? 
For earth impartial entertains 
Her various sons, and in her breast 40 

Monarcba and bfggars equal rest. 

Nor gold could bribe, nor art deceive 
The gloomy bands wfa6 guard the graven 
Backward to tread the shadowy way, 
Aud waft Prometheus into day, 45 

Yet he, who Tantalus detains 
With all his haughty race in chains* 
InvoVd or not, the wretch receives. 
And from the toils of life relieves^ 
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ODE X\X. 
.TO BACCHUS. 



I 



Saw (let future times believe) 
Tbe god of wine his lectwet give. 
Midst rocks far distant was tiie seene; 
With ears erect the satyrs stood. 
With every goddess of the wood» ^ 

listening th' instructive, solemn strain. 

The recent terror heaves my breast. 
Yet with th' inspiring power possest. 

Tumultuous joys my soul have warm*d ; 
Dreadful, who ahak'at the ivy-4p«ar» 10 

Thy votary thus prostrate hfcar, 

And be tliy rage, thy rage disarmed. 

Give me to sing, by thee inspired. 
Thy priestesses to madness fir'd : 

Fountains of wine shall pour along, 1^ 

And, melting from the hollow tree, 
The golden treasures of the bee. 

And streams of milk shall fill the song. 

Fair Ariadne's crown shall rise. 

And add new glories to the skies ; 90 

While I to listening nations tell, 
How impious Pentheus* palace burn'd. 
With hideous ruin overturn'd. 

And how tbe mad Lycargus fell. 
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ludns and 6ang«8 own tby sway, t0 

Barbaric seas thy powar obey. 

And o'er the pathless raountaiD^s height, 
(Her head with horrid snakes enrolFd, 
Which harmless writh^their angry fold,) 

Thy raptur'd priestess speeds her flight. 30 

When rising Herea in impioas ams. 
The giantnraoe with dire alams 

AssaU'd the sacnd realais of ligh^ 
With lion-wrath, and.dfcadfU.paw, 
With Uood-besmear'd and foaming jaw 35 

Ton put tbaisr horrid chief to flight. 

For dancing form'd, for love and wit. 
Ton seem*d for war's rude toils unfit. 

And polish'd to each softer grace : 
Bnt dreadful when in arms you shone, 40 

Ton made the fotal art your qwn. 

In war excelling as in peace. 

With golden bom sopreoMly bright^ 
Ton darted round the bending light 
'Far-beuntng thro' the gloom of belli 45 

When Cabems with foar amsa'd. 
Forgot his rage, and fbwuing gai'd. 
And at thy flset adoring fUl. 
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ODSXX* 
TO MACBNASi 

^ITH strong unwonted wing 1 rise, 
A two-form'd poet thro* the skies^ 
Far above envy will I soar. 
And tread this.^rorthlees earth- no mon. 
For know, ye rival* of- my fame, 5 

Tho» lowly boim, a vulgar nantOr 
-I will net condeaeend to- die, 
Mor in the Stingian waters lid. 

A rougher Mm now clothes my tUghs, 
Into a swan*s fair form I rise, 10 

And feel the. feathered plumtge shed 
Its down, and o*er my shoulders spread. 
Swift as with Daedalean wing. 
Harmonious bird, Til soaring sing, 
^d in my flight, the foamy shores, / 15 

Where Bosphoms tremendous roars. 
The regions boubd by northern cold. 
And labia's hnming sands bahcfld,. 
Then to the learned eons of S^ain, 
To him, who ploughs the. Scythian main* • fO 
To iiim, who with dissembtod fiiars, 
Consdoos, the Eoman arms tevere^ 
To him, who drinks the rapid Rhone, 
ShaU Horace, deathless bard, be known. 

My friends, the funeral sorrow spare, £5 

The plaintive song and tender tear ; 
Nor let the voice of grief profane. 
With loud laments, the solemn scene; 
Nor o*er your poet's empty urn 
With useless, idle sorrows mpnrn. 30 
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ODE I. . 

IITOHARCHS on eartfi their power ezteodv 
Monardts to Jove submissive beod» 

Aod own the sovereign god. 
With glorious triumph who subdu'd 
The Titan race, gigantic brood ! 

And shakes whole nature with hb nod. 

When rival candidates contend. 
And to the field of Mars descend^ 

To urge th' ambitious claim. 
Some of illustrious birth are, proud, 10 

Some of their cUeots vassal crowd. 

And some of virtue's ^e. 

-Others the rural labor love. 

And joy to plant the spreading irrove. 

The fiirrow'd glebe to tnro ; U 

Tet with impartial hand shall Fate 
Both of the lowly and the great 

Shake the capacious urn. 

For Qw flnt Strophe of this Ode, see the Secular Ode» 



94 ODE 8. Booklll. 

Behold the «nretch, with conaeiove dread, 

la pointed vengeance o*er his heed 19 

Who views th' Impending sword ; 
Nor dainties fqrce bis pali'd desire, 
Kor chant of birds, nor vocal lyre 

To him can sleep afford ; 

Heart«8oothing sleep, which not disdains i0 

The rural cot, and humble swains. 

And shady river fair ; 
Or Tempe's ever-blooming Spring, 
Where aephyrs wave the balmy wing. 

And &n the bnxom air. SO 

Who nature's frugal dictates hears. 
He nor the raging ocean fears, 

Nor stars of pow^r malign. 
Whether in gloomy storms they rise. 
Or swiffdescending thro' the skies 35 

With angry lustre shine; 

Whether his vines be smit with hail. 
Whether his promis'd harvests fail. 

Perfidious to his toil ; , 

Whether his drooping trees complain 40 

Of angry winter's chilling rain. 

Or stars that burn the soil. 

Not such the haughty lord, who lays 
His deep foundations in the seas. 

And scorns earth's narrow bound ; 45 

The fish affrighted feel their waves 
Contracted by his numerous slaves, 

Even in the vast profound. 
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Ilich tbo' bb structures rise in tax, 
Thjreat*niDg remorse, and black -despair SO 

ThU bauf htgr lord shall ^oA, 
0*ertak6 his armed galley's speed; 
And when he mounts die fljang steed. 

Sits gloomy care behind. 

If pnrplet which the mom outshines, fif 

Or marble Jrom the Phiygian mines, 

Tbo' labor'd high with art. 
If essence, breathing sweets divine. 
Or flowing Uiwla of genwoos win«), 

111 soothe «a aoxiotts heart, 00 

On eolamns, rais'd in modern style, • 
Why should I plan the lofiy pile 

To rise with envied state? 
Why, for a vain, superfluous store* 
Which would encumber me the niore, 6ft 

Resign my Sabine seat? 
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ODE U. 

TO HIS FRIENDS. 

/^UR hardy youth should learn to bear 
Sliarpwant, to rein the warlike steed» 
To hurl the well-directed spear 
With pointed force, and bid the Parthian bfeed. 

Thus form'd in war's tamnlluoas trade 5 

Thro* sonuner*s beat, mad wiater't eold. 

Some tyrant's <Lueen, or blooming maid, 
Sliall frofe her walls the martial youth behold. 

Deep-sighing lest hei royat spouse. 

Untaught the deathful sword to wvAd, IQr 

Thai lion, in his wrath, should rouse. 

Whom fttrioas rage drives thro'th*enaaiigaln*d fidd. 

What joys, what glories round him wait. 

Who bravely for his country dies! 
While, with dishonest wounds, shall Fate IS 

Belentless stab the coward as he flies. 

With staaalcss lustre ▼irtne shines, 
A base repulse nor knows, nor fears ; 

Asserts her honors, nor declines. 
As the light air of crowds uncertain veei»; S9 

To him, who not deserves to die. 
She shews the paths, which heroes trod. 

Then bids him boldly tempt the sky. 
Spurn off hb mortal clay, and rise a god. 
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Ttt «ileiioe doe rewwds we gtre, ^5 

-And n»gy, who mjrBteries reveal 
B«ii«afa my roof shaU never live, 

SbaU nevw hoist with me the doobftfol sell. 

"When Jove in anger strikes the Wow, 

Oft with the bad the righteous bleed : so 

ITet vrith sore steps, tho* lame and slow, 

B o'otdMi the trembliiiyvilhite'lspeeil. 



OPES. Booklli. 



OPE in. 



rIEi 
Wh« 



i man, in consdoos virtue bold* 

Who dare* his secret purpose hold. 
Unshaken hear;* the crowd's tumoltoous crie^. 
And the impetuous tyrant's angry brow defies. 
. l>t the loud winds, ttia* rule the aaas. » 

Tempestuous their wild horrors raise ; 
I^eUove's dread arm with thunder* rendtheapheres, 
Beneath the crush of worlds undaunted he appeals. 
Thus to the flamy towers above. 
The wandering hero, son of Jove, M 

Upsoai'd with strength his own, where Csesar lies, 
Andquaffmwith glowing Upa,thebowrrtmmortaUoj$. 

Lyaeus thus his tygers broke, 
Fierce and indocile, to the yoke ; 
Tims from the gloomy regions of the dead 15 
Oh his paternal steeds, Rome's mighty founder fled ; 
When heaven's great queen, with words bcniga 

Address'd th' assembled powers divine 

Troy, hated Troy, an umpire lewd, uujnst. 
And a proud foreign dame, have sunk thee to the 
dust. ^ 

Thto noUe Ode has been mpposed to have been ^tt» 
by Uie Poet, at the instiiration of Maecenas, to diMSde 
Augostoi frrfm a plan he had, of remonng fl» seat of 
empire from Rome to Troy, or ito vicinity. The mm 
object is s]M> obTions in VirgiPB ^aeid. Itoeenas did not 
do this from npertatiooi, but poUtical motfres; and the 
.fmtioe of that policy was coniirmed by the conseaoence 
of tbe subsequent remoTSl to the Ticiaity of 'Doy, ^ 
ConstantiBe. 
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To me, and wisdom's qnews dsc f c e d, 
vntb all thy fnllty nee to Meed, 
"What ttane t^y haoghty monarch's peijvrM sire 
3ffock*d the defrauded gods* and robh'd them^of 
their hire. 

The gaudy gaest» of imiiioas tkm», S9 

Ko more eivoys th' adaltnoua dame, 
Bector no mora hia ftithless livothers leada- 
Xo hreak the Grecian force; no more the victor bleeds* 

Since the long var nowsinks to peae^ 
And all our heavenly fafctions eoase ; so 

Instant to Mars my vengeance I resign. 
And here -receive his son, tho' bom of Trctjan line. 

Here, with encircling glories bright^ 
Free let him tread the paths of tights 
And ranked among tl^e tranquil powers divine, S5 
^rinkdeep the nectar'd bowl,and qaaftcelesdai wine. 

From Bono to Troy's detested ahores, 
"Whiie loud a length of oeean roars* 
Unenvied let th' illostrious exiles reign, 
Where Fate directs their coarse, and spreads their 
wide domain. 40 

On Ptiatt's and th' adnltarer's nm*. 
While herds the dnst insulting a^wn, 
JLst the proud capitol in giory stand. 
And Home, to trhimpb'd Hedes,. give fostb her 
stern command. 

Let the victorious voice of fame 45 

Wide spread the terrors of her name. 
Where seas the continents of earth divide. 
And Nilos bathes the plain with bis prolific tide. 
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Let hor the goldw miBe detpisej 

For deep in eartii it better lie*, SD 

, Then wb«i by head* prefime finom mtarers tton^ 
TobomaniiBe cotDpeU'd, flamet forth the Mcred ore. 

Let her triumphent arms extend 
Where mtaie't etmeet Kniits end; 54 

Or wheie tiM saepoart dovn Ms meiMing bcans» 
Or where the dovds are darii» end rein pfrrpfilMi 



Thus let the wariike Bimiaas retge* 
(So Jono and the Fates oridain) 
Bet OKI these terms alone^ no more to dare 
Thro' piety or pride, their psieaLXPoy repeir I lo 

For Troy re4>uat» UUneeM state I 
Shall feel the same avencieg fete; 
Again ny Grecians shall victorious pyoVe, 
By me led on to war, the siBter-wife of Joto. 

Thrloe shonld Apollo raise her #all* 65 

Thrice shall her braaan belwarfca MI, 
Thrice shall her matrons feel tlie Actor's chtfa. 
Deplore their slaughtered sons, deplore their bos* 
bends slain. 

Bat whither would the Mose esptoe i 
Such tihemes nor suit the sportive Jyrsb 70 
Nor should the wanton, thus in feeble stni% 
The couBdli of the gods,iiiiiBoital tfaenMs^ pcvtee* 
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ODE lY. 

TO CALLIOPE. 

"pvESCEKD fSrom heaven, and in a lengthen*! 
"^ stnuQ, 

Queen of melodious sounds, the song muntaia. 

Or on the voice high-rau'd, the breathing flute, 

Tlie ^jre of golden tone, or sweet Thoebean lute. 

Hark ! the celestial voice I raptured hear I 5 

Or does a pleasing fren;^ diarm my ear? 
Thro'hallow'd grovesi stray, where streams beneath 
From lucid fonntuns flew, and sephyrs balmy 
breathe. 
Fatigu'd with sleep, and youthful toil of play. 
When on a mountain's brow redin'd I lay 10 
Kear to my natal soil, around my head 
The iabled woodland doves a verdant foliage spread ; 

Katter, be sure, of wonder moet profound 
To all the gaaing habitants around. 
Who dwell in Acherontia's airy glades, 15 

Amid the BanUan woods» or low Ferentnm's meads. 

By snakes of poison black, and beasts of pngr. 
That thus, in dewy sleepy unharm'4 I lay; 
Xaurels and myrtle were around me ptl'd, 
ITot without guardian gods an animated child. W 

Tours, I am ever yours, harmonias Kine, 
Whether I joy in Tibur's vale supine; 
Wliether I climb the Sabine moaotaiA*s height. 
Or in Fnmeste's groves, or Didan streams delight. 
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Kor tree devoted, nor tempestaons maiii, S3 
Nor flying hosU, that swept Philip^'s i>Ui|i 
In fearful rout, your fiTUl bard destroyed. 
While in your spring* dirine, and dionl fports ke J«fd. 
When by the Muse^s faithfol 8:uid8nce led. 
Or j;^bia*s thirsty sands Til fearless tread, 30 
Orclioib the veiiturous'baTk» and launch from shore, 

Tbo* Bosphoms aroQ8*d with madding horrors roar. 
Nor Britons, of inhospitable strain. 
Nor quiver'd Scythians, nor the Caspian main, 
Nor he who joyous quaffs the thirsty bowl, 35 

Streaming with horse's blood, shall shake my 
dauntless soul. 
When Caesar, by your forming arts inspix'd. 
Cheerful disbands his troops, of conquest tii'd. 
And yields to willing peace his laurerd s^ils. 

In the Pierian cave you charm the herb's toils ; 40 
Gracious from you the lenient counsels flow, 
If^hich bid the hero spare his prostrate foe ; 
For Caesar rules like Jove, whose equal sway 

The ponderous mass of earth, and stormy seas ob^ : 
0*er gods and mortals, o'er the dreary plains, 45 
And shadowy ghosts, supremely just he reigns, 
But, dreadful in his wrath, to hell parsa*d, 

With &Uing thunders dire, the fierce Titeaian brood. 
Whose horrid youth, elate with impicas pride, 
Unmimber'd, on their sinewy force relied ; 50 
Mountain on mountain pU'd they nds'd in air. 

And shook the Oirone of JovCp and bade the flmnderar f»r. 

▼er. C4. Kor tree deputed,"} Bere is another proof of die 
•troBg imprMiioa the danger ftom «be l!Ml of Iht Irae had 
msda on the nuad of the Feet 
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But vhat ooold Mimas, of enormoiis might, 
Oyphjoeas or Forphyiion^s threat'ning height. 
Or bold Encdadus fierca^tartiog far 55 

The trunks of troes vptom, dire ataher of the war. 

To sage Minerva's clashing shield ojRpoae^ 
Altho* with headlong rage inspir'd th^ rose ? 
-While Volcan here in flames devoured his way. 
Then matron Juno 8tood,aud there thoOodof Par* 

Kesolv'd, tiU he had queU'd th' 'aspiring ibe» fi 
ITever to lay aside th' nnerring bow; 
-Who the pure dews of Uir Castalia loves. 
There bathes hb flowing hjdr, and haunts his natal 
groves* 

m^ounsell'd force, by its own native weighty 61 
fieadlong to rain &lls s with happier fitte 
While the good gods upraise the Just design, 
But bold, unballow'd schemes pursue with wrath 
divine. 

This truth shall Imndred-handed Gyas prove* 
And warm Orion, who with impious love 70 
Tempting the goddess of the sylvan scene. 
Was by her vif|^ darts, gigantic victim i slain* 

On her own monsters hurVd with hideous weigh(> 

Fond mother Earth deplores her oApring's fate. 

By thunders dire to livid Oreus doom*d, 75 

Kor fire can force its way thro' JEtna uneonsum'd; 

Sttdi are the pains to lawless lust decreed ; 
On Tltyos* growing Uvcr vnlturs feed 
With rage ungory'd, while Pioto stmi dflteine 
Bis amorous rival bound in tlific« aalMiBdred dudm. 
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ODE V. 
TH9 PKAI8BS OF AUGUBTITa. 

T\11KAD Jovo in Oraiidor spenkshis just doaurfn} 

On eart}^ a preient god sfantt Cesar nicn» 
SIneo world-dividod Britain owns his sway, 
iUd Parthia's haogbty sons his Ugh behests ob«T« 

O name of eonntiy, onoe how sacred deem*d ! 9 
O sad reverse of manners, once esteemed! 
While Borne her andent mejesty maintain'd. 
And in his «apitol while Jove imperial nignPd, 

Could they to foreign spoosals meanly yield* 
Whom Craasns led with honor to the field \ 10 
Have they, to their bariiarian lords allied* . 
Orowa old in hostile anns beneath a trnmf • pridi^ 

Basely forgetful of the Boman name, 
The heaven-descended shields, the vestal flame. 
That wakes eternal, and the peaceful gown, IS 
Those emblems, which the Fates with boundless 
empire crown ? 

When Begnlos refua'd the terms of peace 
Inglorious, he foresaw the deep disgrace. 
Whose foul example should in ruin end, 
Ahd even to latest times our baffled arms attend, 20 

Ter. ai skietwt rtS Mri M Mtium mm Og tm^O atmko 

Mjt, that Om cUefli of Britain gained the ftiendsUp of 

Angortof by sabniHiTe s mi ia i s iw . Ihey carried ttefr 

picwntB to the capitol, sad made the Roaian people 

aaiten of the island. Thtu, thoi;vh the Romans never 

^ ^ fN- fte ceafacrt ef Brittb^ A^gHitM was co» 

.... J 
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XJulest the captm youth in Mrvile ciuini 
Sboold hH uBpitiied. In the Fnoic lenei 
Heve I not seen, the pettiotceptein cried. 
The Aeoan enriimi &^d in menamentel pride I 

I tew oar anns resign'd withoot a wound ; 95 
The free-born spns of Rome in fetters bound; 
The gates of Carthage open, and the plain, 
lAte by our irar laid waste, with enlture doth'd 
again. 

Ransomed, perhaps, with nobler sense of fame 
The soldier may return— Ye purchase shame. 30 
"When the fair fleece imbibes the dyer's stain,- 
Its native colour lost it never shall regain,. 

And valor, fiuliug in the soldier's breasl; 
Scorns to resume what cowardice possest. 
If from the toils escap'd the hind shall turn S5< 
Fierce on her hunters, he the prostrate fige may spurn* 

In second fight, who folt the fetters bind 
His arras enslav'd ; who tamely hath resign'd 
His sword unaUinM with blood,whomighthavedied,- 
Tet on a fUthloss foe, with ahiect soul, reUed ; 40 

"Who for his safety mixt poor terms of peace 
Even with the act of war ; O foul disgrace! 
O Carthage, now with rival. glories great. 
And on the ruins rais'd of Rome's detjected statel- 

The hero spoke; and from his wedded dame, 45' 
And infant.cfaildren turn*d, opprest with shame 
Of his fallen state ; their fond eihbrace repell'd* 
And sternly on the earth his manly visag« held^ 
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lUW-bj bis WMStmpled eoanMl wwj*d. 
Their finn decree the ▼aveiinc Mnate made ; 50 
Then* whOe his frleads tiie tetrs of sorrow shed. 
Amidst the weepiof throng the glorioos esUe eped. 

Vor did he not the cruel torfaires lanuw, 
Tengefolt prepared by a barl)ariaii.foe; 
Te^ with a countemmce serenely gay, 35 

Qe tum*d aside the crowd, w1k> fondly press'd 
his stay; 

As if, when wearied fay some clients cause. 
After the final sentence of the laws 
Cheerful he hasted to some calm retreat. 
To laste the pure delights, which bless the mrsl 
seat. 00 



BooklU. ODBS. lOr 

01>B VI. 

TO THE ROMANS. 

rpHO' guiltless of your fafchen' GiiiDM» 

Roman, 'tis thine, to latest times, 
Tbe vengeance of the gods to bear, 
'HU thoQ their awful domes repair, 
Froiaa'd with smoke their statues raises 5 

And bid the sacred altars blase. 

That you the powers diTine obey, 
Boundless on earth extend yonr swqr ; 
From hence.yonr future glories date, 
From hence expect the ha&d of Fate* 10 

Th* ofiended gods, in horrors dire. 
On 8a4 Hcspeila pour'd their ire : 
The Parthian squadrons twice repeird 
Our inauspicious powers, and qoell'd 
Our boldest efforts, while they shone 15 

With spoils, from conqoeir'd Bomaas wa. 
Hie Dacian, whose unerring art 
Can wing with death the pointed dart; 
Th* Egyptian, for his navies fam*d, 
Who Neptune's boundless empire daim'd, fO 

Had almost in their rage destroy'd 
Imperial Eome, in civil strife employed. 

Fruitful of crimes, this age first stsin'd 
Their hapless offspring, and profan*d 
The nuptial bed, from whence the woes, S5 

Whidh varimi and vmittmbei'd ros« 



From this poUatod imuitaiii-head, 

0*er Rome, und o'er the nations spread. 

"With pliant limbs the ri^en'd maid 
Kow joys to learn the waaton trade 30 

Of dance indecent, and to prove 
Hie pleasures of forUdden love : 
Bat soon aoad the bridal feast . 
Boldly she conrts her husband's guest ; 
Her love no nice diitinction knows, SK 

But round the wanderinir pleasure throws, 
Osreless to bide her bold delight 
In darkness, and the shades of night. 
Kor does she need the tisin disguise. 
The consdous hasband bids her rise, 49 

When Some rich factor courts her chasms. 
Who calls the wanton to his arms. 
And, prodigal of wealth and hme, . 
Profusely boys the costly shame. 

Not such the youth, of such a strain* 4S 

Who dyed with Punic gore the nmin $ 
Who Pyrrhus* flying war pursued, 
Antiochus the great subdued. 
And taught that terror of the field. 
The cruel Hanaibal, to yield ? M 



Xat, St. Ikmee imieemt,'] The original tayi simply, 
loaiaa daafie. Indecent, does not in the translation point 
to any peculiar kind of daacc^ bat to daneing>ln general ; 
whk!h was onlj tanglit to gtait ; bot fadd aside wben they 
became marsiageaUe. SaUurt rnjt of a lady, that dw 
danced and toag more elegantly than was proper for a 
modest wonan. How dillierent was the opinion of dm 
ftemsBS tnm oos of dmw tetis accampWalimwiHI 
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Bat • rough race iaafd to toil, 

'With heavy qmde to tarn the soU, 

And by a mothec's will severe 

To fell the wood, and homeward bear 

The ponderous load, even when the sun 65 

His downward course of light had run. 

And from the western mountain's head 

His changing shadows lengthening spread, . 

iTnyoVd the team with toil opprest. 

And gave the friendly hour of rest. 60 

What-fe^s not time's consuming rage? 

Mora vicious titan their ftther'ls age 

Onr sires begot the ivresent race. 

Of actions impious, bold and base. 

And yet, with crimes to us unknown, <S5 

Our Mm ehall mark the eoming age their own. 



ODE vir. 

TO A8TER1E. 

A H ! nrhy does Asterie thus weep for the youth 

Of constancy Suthful, of honor and truth, 

Whom the first kindly lephyrs, that breathe o'er 

the spring, 
Enrich'd with the wares of Bithynia shall bring ? 
Driven back from his course by the tempests, that rise 
When stars of mad lustre rule over the akies, 6 
At Oricam now poor Oyges must sUy, 
Where sleepless he weeps the a>ld winter away; 
While his landlady Chloe, in sorrow of heart, 
Bids her envoy of love exert all his art^ 10 

Who tells him how Chloe, unhappy the dame ! 
Deep sighs for your lover, and burns in your flame. 
He tells him how Proetus, decdv'd by his wife, 
Attempted, ah dreadful ! Bellerophon's life. 
And urg'd by false crimes, how he sought to detiroy 
The youth for refusing too chasttfy, the joy : 16 
How Peleus was almost dispatch'd to the dead. 
While the lovely Magnttsian rtatemious he fled. 
Then he tarns every tale, and applies it with art^ 
Which can melt downhis virtue, and soften his heart; 
But constant and heart-whole young Gyges itppears, 
And deafisr than rocks the tale-teller hears : 

IB tbto Ode, Horace, imder the preteooe of contelJM 
Asterie on the abcence of her bwlMiid, delicately caKioBS 
her against listening to otiier lovers. 
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Then* Inr-one, take heed lest Enipins should prore 
A little too pleasinff, and tempt tbee to lore ; 
And tfao* wtthoot rival he shine in the course, tS 
To r^ the fierce steed tho' unequal his force, 
Tho* matchleas the swiftness, with which he dirides, 
In crossing the Tiber, the rough-swellinf tides, 
Tet shot the Ibnd door at evening's first shade, 
Kor look down to the street i^ die soft serenade, SO 
Or if cmd he eall thee in love^ighlng strain. 
Yet more and more cruel be sure to remain. 



Ter. 85. And the!' wUhma riotd, &C.3 Tlieie Bnei dww 
how akvcli the msatf charscter was csteeoMd at Ron^ 
eren in the poUte and hnnioes age of Angaitiii. 
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ODE vm. 

TO MiECENAS. 

^UKE io either laogaace skilTd, 'tU Uune 

To knov, in Greece and Home, the ritee ilivine; 
And, well may you those floweiy «i«aths admiie* 
The fragrant incense and the sacred fire, 
Rais*d o'er the living turf on this glad day 5 

To which the married world t^ieir homage pay* 

When on my head a tree devoted fell. 
And almost emsli'd me to the shades of belly 
Grateiul I vow'd to him, who rules the vine, 
A joyous banquet, while beneath hb shrine 10 
A snow-white goat should bleed, and when the year 
Revolving bids this festal morn appear, 
We'U pierce a cask with mellow juice replete, 
Mellow'd with smoke, since TuUus rul'd the state. 
Come then, Maecenas, and for firiendahip^s sakei, 15 
A friend preserved, an hundred bumpers take. 
Gome drink the watchful tapers up to-day, 
'While nobe and quarrels shall be 6tr away. 
No more let Rome your anxious thoughts eqgage. 
The Dacian falls beneath the victor's rage, 80 



It was tbe castom of tbe married perM>iM of both aeses 
at Rome, to celebrate a festiTal on tiie Ar«t of Maidi, 
in commemoration of tbe peace brought about by tbe 
Sabine women, between tbeir husband* and tlieir relatioot. 

Horace* though a bachelor, kept a festinU on the tame 
day, to commemorate bis escape from the felUog treci to 
which be invited MsBceoas. 
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Hie Mades in civil wan their anns «ni^Qy» 
lacioriom wan ! each other to destroy ; 
Our ancient foes, the haughty soos of Spaiiii 
At length indignant feel the Roman chain; 
l^th bows unbent the hardy Scythians yield, t5 
nesolv'd to quit the long-disputed field, 
Ko more the public daims thy pious lean. 
Be not too anxious then with private careiy 
Bat seise the gifts the present moment brings. 
Those fleetinf gifts, and leave severer things* SO 
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OD£UC. 

A DULOGUE BETWEEN HORACE AND LTDIA« 

HORACE. 
-fllflllLE I was pleasing to your arms, 
^^ Nor any youth of happier charms. 
Thy snowy bosom blissftil prest,^ 
Not Persia's iiiiig like me was blest. 

LYPIA. 
While fbr no other fair you buni*d# 
Nor I^ydia was for CMoe«com*d, 
What maid was then so blest as fhine? 
Kot lUa's flame could equal mine. 

HORACE. 
Me Chloe now possesses whole, 
^ Her voice, her lyre command my soul ; 1 

For whom I'U gladly die to save 
Her dearer beauties from the grave. 

LYDIA. 
lly heart young Cala& inspires, 
'Whose bosom glows with mutual fires. 
For whom I twice would die with joy» \ 

If death would spare the ch ar ming boy. 

HORACE. 
Tet what if love, whose bands we brolti^ 
^ Again should tame us to the yoke ; 
Should I shake off bright Chloe's chain, 
And take fny I^rdia home again^— 1 

Tliere is n> comp<wlUoB, aadeat or modem, Ihtt k 
been so often inttated and lraaslat<S as aria. 
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lYDM. 
Tbo* he exceed in beauty ftr 
The osing lustre of a star ; 
Tho* light M cork thy fawy streyi. 
Thy passions wild as aagiy seai^ 
-When vex'd with storms ; yet gladly I 
"With (hee vould live, with thee would die. 



1|> 
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ODBZ. 

TO LYCK. 

^^O* yoa drank the deep stream of Tanau ley, 

Thewife of some barbarous blockhead, my Lyce, 
Tet your heart might relent to expose me reclin'd 
At your cmel-shat door to the rage of the wind. 
Hark, your gate! how it creeks! how the grove, 

planted round 5 

Your beautiful villa, re4)ellows the sound! 
How Jupiter numbs^all the regions below. 
And glases with crystal the fleeces of snow ! 
Away with these humors of pride and disdain. 
To Venus ungrateful, to Cupid a pain, lo 

iMt while by the pulley you raise to the top. 
Your rope should run back, and your bucket should 

drop. 
Ho sprightly Tyrrhenian begot thee a pnide^ 
Another Penelope, harsh to be woo*d. 

O, tho' neither presents, nor vow-sighing strain, 15 
THoT violet painting the cheek of thy swain, 
Nor thy husband, who gives up his heart for a ditty 
To a song-singing wench, can provoke thee to pity, 
O thou, who like seipents art gentle and kind. 
And like an old oak art to softness inciin'd, (M> 
Yet think not this side can for ever sustain 
Thy threshold hard-hearted, and iky-firiiing raio* 
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ODE Xl. 
TO MSJICUBY. 

OMereaiy, by whose bannonious aid, 
Ainpbion*s voice the listening stones could lead: 

And thou, sweet shell, of art to raise,. 
On seven melodious strings, thy varions lays ; 

Not vocal whenjrou first were fonnd, 5 

Bnt of a simple, and ungrateful sound; 

Kow tun'd so sweetly to the ear, 
ThaJt gods and men with sacred rapture hear; 

Oh thou ! inspire the melting strain 
To «harm my lode's obstinate disdain, 10 

Who, like a filly o*er the field 
With playful spirit bounds, and fears to yield 

To hand of gentlest touch, or prove, 
"Wild as she is, the joys of wedded love. 

Thou cans^ with all theur beasts of prey, 15 
The listening forest lead, and powerful stay 

The rapid stream. The dog of heU, 
Immense of bulk, to thee soft<soothing fell 

Thy suppliant, tho* around his head 
Bis hundred snakes their guardian horrors spread; 

Baleful his breath tho' fieiy glow'd, SI 

And from his three-tongu*d Jaws the poison flow'd. 

Izion, of his pains beguiled. 
And Tityos, with unwilling pleasure smiFd s 

Dry stood their un, while with soft ttnia fSf 
Tou sooth*d the labors of the virgin train. 

Let I^de hear, what pains, decreed, 
Tho^ Me, ia dMtb attiBd the dirvful deed. 
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There doomM to fill, unceasing task ! 
With idle toU, an ever-streaming cask ; 39 

Impious, who in the hoar of rest, ^ 
Coold plunge their daggers in a husband's breast. 

Yet worthy of the nuptial flaine» 
Tb latest times preserved a deathless name. 

Of many, one untainted maid, 35 

Gloriously fidsc, her peijur'd sire betrayed. 

Thus to her youthful lord she cries. 
Awake, lest sleep eternal close thine eyes ; 

Eternal sleep : and ah ! from whom 
Tou little dread the fell, relentless doom. 40 

Oh 1 fly, my Tord, this wrathful sire; 
Far from my sisters fly, those sisters dire, 

yifh6 riot in their husbands' blood. 
As lionesses Yend their panting foodr 

WhUe I, to such fell deeds a foe, 45 

17or bind thee here, nor strike the fatal blow. 

Me let my father load with chains. 
Or banish to Namidia's farthest plains; 

My crime, that I a loyal wife. 
In love's compassion spar'd my husband's life. S6 

While Venus, and the shades of night 
Protect thee, speed, by «ea or land, thy flight; 

May every happy omen wait 
To guide thee thro' tliis gloomy hour of Pate, 

Yet not forgetful of my doom, 55 

Engrave thy grateful sorrows on my tomb. 

Yer. a. Mdd.Z ytrgo ia flie origlBal. This has beea a 
•tombliof block to the critics. One of them accoonto for 
it ID a ver; extraordinary way. But nothing could be 
more obvloas than that tn such a sitoatlon, where a mo- 
meat's delay might be Iktal to her hwbaod, HypemuHsta 
might reqiaia » virgMinde, 
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^^ ODE XU. 
TO ME0BV1.K. 



TTNHAFPY tiie maidens, who tKnUe witii fear 
Of the stripw of a tongue from a gnaniian 



Kor dare the sweet pleasures of drinking to prove, 
Kor ever give joy to the passion of love. 
Cythersea's wing*d son now bids thee resign 5 
The toils of liinenra, the spinster divine; 
And now» Neobnle, with other desires 
The brightness ofHebrus thy bosom inspires; 
When rising robust from Tiber's rough waves^ 
Where the oil of his labors athletiG he laves, 10 
l,ike Bellerophon skilful to rein the fierce steed. 
At cuffs never conquer'd, nor outstripp'd in speed. 
And dezt'rons, with darts never flying in vain, 
Xo wound the light stag, bounding over the plain. 
Or active and valiant the boar to surprise, 19 

Transflx'd with liis spear, as in covert be lies. 
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ODE xm, 

TO THE VOUNTAIN HANDUSIA. 

^AKDUSIA, that dost fiur smiMtis 
The shining face of polish'd glatt, 
^ To thee, the goblet* crown'd with flowers, 

The lich libetion justly poors ; 

A goat, whose horns b^gin to spread, 5 

And bending arm his swelling head, 

IHiose bosoni glows with young desires. 

Which war or kindling love inspires, 

Now metfitates his blow in Tain,— — 
^His blood shall thy fidr fbnntun stain. JO 

When the fierce dog-star's fienrid ray 

flames forth, and seta on fire the day. 

To Tagrant flocki, that range the field. 

Ton a refreshing coolness yield. 

Or to tiie labor-wearied team 25 

Poor forth the fireshness of thy stream. 

Soon Shalt thon flow a noble spring. 

While in immortal verse I shig 

The trees, which spread the rocks aronnd. 

From whence thy pntUiog waters bovBd. » 
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ODE XIV. 

ON THE RETURN OF AUGUSTUS FROM SPAIN. 

'pHY prince, O Rome, who foreign realms 

Ezplor'd like Jove's immortal son. 
Fearless to search the korel wreath 
By death and f lorious daring won. 
Victorious comes from farthest Spain ^ 

To Rome and all his guardian gods agaia. 

Let her, who to her arms receives. 

With joy her own, her laurePd spouse. 
Her private sacrifice performed, 
Pay to just Heaven her pnUie vows, 20 

And let the fair Octavia tead 
Ihe mtftaroiKliain in sappliant veUs arroy'd ; 

The matron-train, to whose glad arms 

Their sons, with conquest crown'd, return; 
Aad you, fiur youth, whose pious tears 16 
Tour slaughter'd sires and husbands mourn. 
This d^y at least your griefs restrain, 
An4 Indkless from ill^men'd words abstain. 

This day, with truly festal joy. 

Shall drive all gloomy cares aw«iy, so 

For while imperial Ceesar holds 
O'er the glad earth his awful sway, 
»or fear of death from foreign arms, ' 
Or civU rage my dauntless soal alarms. 

a 
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Boy, bring os essence, brinf us crowns ; £5 

Pierce me a cMk of ancient date» 
Big with the storied Marsian war. 
And with its glorious deeds replete. 
If yet one jovial cask remain 
Since wandering Sparticos o'erswept the plain. SO 

Invite Nesera to the feast. 

Who sweetly charms the Ibteniog ear. 
And bid the feir-one haste to bind. 
In careless wreaths her essencM hair; 
But should her porter bid you stay, 35 

Leave the rough, surly rogue, and come away. 

When hoary age upon our heads 

Pours down its chilling weight of snows* 
Ko more the breast with anger bums* 
No more with amorous heat it glows : 4Q 
Sach treatment Horace would not bear. 
When warm with youth, when Tullus filled tiw 
Consul's chair. 
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OSE XV. 

TO CHLOR18. 

nnHOUpoorinan'sinciimbrance,thoorakeofawiliB» 

At lengh put an end to this infiimoas life ; 
Now near thy long home, to be rank*d with the 
shades, ' 

Give over to' frisk it with haxom young maids, ' 
And, fnrrow'd with wrinkles, profanely to shroud 5 
niose bright eonstellations with age's dark doud. 

"What Pholoe well, with a decency free. 
Might practise, sits awkward, O Chloris, on thee ; 
Like her, whom the timbrel of Bacchus arouses. 
Thy daughter may better lay siege to the bouses 10 
Of youthful gallants, while she wantonly gambols. 
Of Nothus enamour'd, like a goat in its ramtrtes ; 
The spindle, the distil, and wool-spinning thrifty. 
Not musical instruments fit thee at fifty. 
Nor roses impurpled, enridslng the breeie, 15 
N«r hogsheads of liquor drunk down to the lees. 



o 



If4 . . O D B S. Book III. 

ODE XVI. 
TO M£CENAS. 

F watchfiil dgg^ an odious ward 
Might well one hapless ▼ugin guard. 
When in a tower of brass immux'd. 
And by strong gates of oak secur'd, 
Altho* by mortal gallants lewd i 

With all their midnight arU pursued. 
Had not great Jove, and Venus fair 
jAUgh'd at her lather's fruitless care, 
)?or well they knew no fort could hold 
Against a god, when changed to gold. 10 

Stn>nger than thunder's winged fbroe 
All-powerful gold can speed its course, 
Xhro' watchiul guards its passage make. 
And loves thro' solid walls to break ; 
From gold the overwhelming woes, 16 

That crush'd the Grecian augur rose : 
Philip with gold thro' cities broke. 
And rival mooarchs felt his yoke ; 
Captains of ships to gold are slaves, 
Tho' fierce as their own winds and waves ; M 
Yet gloomy card, and thirst of more, 
Attends the still encreasing store. 

Maecenas* of the equestrian race. 
At once the glory and the grace, 

Ver. U. SfuatriM race,'] llie editor of this editipD kai 
altered this from Francis, who says, 

** Gracing (be kmshtbood tliat yoa wemr," 

Tbe feudal word Knight, which is by no means a proper 
trandation of tbe Latin word Eqaes, shonld be banished 
fkt>ia all classical translations : it too often defwan Pope^ 
Homer. From the line of Francis, one aigbt suppose 
that Maecenas was invested wtth an order. 
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By Ion; eipertence Uvght, I dread tf 

To raise the far-conspicaoos head. 

The more we to ourselves dtnj, 

Tke tnore the bounteons gods supply. 

Far firom the quarters of the great« 

Happy, tho' naked, I retreat, , 50 

And to th' nnvishing few with Joy 

A btess'd, and bold deserter 4y. 

Possest of what the great despise, 

la real, richer pomp I rise. 

Than if, from £ur Apulia's plain, 55 

I stdr'd in heaps the -yarious grain. 

While, of the wealthy mass secure. 

Amidst the rich abundance poor. 

A streamlet flowing' thro' my gronod, 
A wood, which a few acres bound, 40 

A little farm of kindly soU, 
Nor fidthless to its master's toU, 
Shall tell the consul, whose domain 
Extends o'er Afric's fertile plain,* 
Tho' of his envied lot possess'd, 49 

He ne'er shall be Uke Horace bless'd. 

Tho' nor the iam'd Calabrian bee 
Collect its flowery sweets for me ; 
For me no Formian vintage grows. 
With mellow'd warmth where Bacchus flows : 50 
Nor on th^ verdant Gallic mead 
My flocks of richer fleeces feed. 
Yet am I not with want opprest^ 
Which vainly seeks the port of rest, 
Nor would thy bounteous hand deny S5 

My larger wiriies to supply; 
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But while those wishes I restrsdn, 

Faither t stretch my small domain 

Than could I distant kingdoms joio» 

And make nnited empires mine ; GO 

For sure the ttate of man is such. 

They greatly want, who covet mach : 

Then happy he, whom heaven hi^ fed 

VTith frugal, bat sufficient bread. 
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ODE xvn. 

^ 

TO ALIUS LAMIA. 

ipiJUS, whose mcieift lineage tpriogs 
From Lamus, fbeikler of the r 



(From whom a saqped line of kiogt 
Sliinea thro' the I0D9 lecords of ftme, 

lyom whom th' illustrious race arose, ft 

Who first possest the Fonnian towera» 

And reif n'd where liris smoothly flows 
To fair Marica's marshy shores) 

If the old shower4breteIliiiff crow 

Croak not her boding note in ▼ain, 10 

To-morrow's eastern storm shall strow 

The woods witii leaves, with weeds the main. 

Tlien pile the fuel while yon miy, 
And cheer your spirit high with wine* 

Give to your alarea one idle day, 15* 

And fiMst opdn the fittted swine. 
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ODE xvra. 

TO FAUNUg. 

TjiAUNUS, wl^o wHh enger flame 
^ Chase the nymphs th^rHyiag ^tne. 
If a tender kid dntein, 
Each retunutig year, thy ftme. 
If with wine we raise the soul i 

(Social Venus loves the boi*!) 
If thy dedicated shrine 
Smoke with oddrs,— breath diyine f 
•Gently traverse o*er my bounds. 
Gently thro* my sunny grounds* }0 

' Gracious to ray fleecy breed. 
Sporting o'er the flowery mead. 
See my flocks in sportive vt^n 
Frisk it o*er the verdant plun. 
When thro' winteifs gloom thy d^ IS 

Festal shines, the peasants plaj 
On tlie grassy-matted soil, 
Round their oxeo, firee from toS. 
See the wolf forgets his prey. 
With my daring lambs to play ; 19 

See the forest's bending head 
At thy feet its honors shed. 
While with joyful foot the swain 
Seats the glebe he plough'd with pain. 
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ODE XIX. 

TO TELEPHU8. 

TTOW far from Inaclros the reign 

^^ Of Codnis for his countiy slain» 

The iEaddae's illustrious race 

And Ilion's wars you well can traee; 

But how the Chian cask to buy, 5 

Or how keen winter's freezing sky 

To temper by the different W8o?s 

Of baths that steam and hearths that blase 

Ton tell not.-^Ul< the foowl and pay 

Honor to Luna's rising ray, 10 

And for the wakeful augur's care 

Uie tributary eup pr^iare. 

The poet to the Muse's shrine 

Bids thrice thi centimes the brimmer shtnei 

But, cautious of dispute, their wine 15 

To three the Graces still confine: 

Vfhy sounds not Berecynthia's flute f 

Why silent bang- the harp and lute ? 

Wide and profuse your roses tfsag. 

Why stint the liberal stores of spring i 90 

Till I<ycon hear with enviOus strife. 

Old lorcon and his youthful wife.~ 

Thee, Telephus, thy Chloe warms, 

Pure as the vernal eve her charms. 

While for my GJycera I prove S5 

The glowing flames of gentle love. 

1%te Ode has been tranriated by the editor. 
' G« - ■ 
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ODE XX. 

TO PYRRilUB. 

'pTRRHUS* 700 know not vbat yo« dare 
'^ Wben from the lionen yon tear 
' Her whelps; but toon you'll 47* 
While thro* the youths* opposing train 
She drives her vietim to regaia« 5 

You'll yield the victory. 

Tou bend your bow, she whets her t«eth» 
^The you^ful arbiter beneath 

His foot, the palm retains, 
While flowing locks his neck aA6ru 10 

like Kirens or the stripling borne 

From Ida's wafry plains. 



Ibis also it translated hj tke editor ; Qiat in Flrtneis U 
beneath critfcism. It begins, 

** PyrrhoB, yott tempt a danger Ugh, 
« When yon woqld steal firoin angry li- 
•* oneas her cabs,-^ 

and ends, 

** like Gsnymede, or Nireus feir, 

« And vainftiL' 
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ODE XXI, 

TO HIS CASK. 

/tj.BNTLE cask of mellow winc^ 
And of eqaal-age with mine; 
Whether yoa to broils or nirth* 
Or to madding love give birth ; 
Or the Toper's temples ateepk 

Sweetly in ambrosial sleep; 
For whatever various use 
Tou preserve the chosen juice. 
Worthy of some festal hour, 
THow^ the hoary vintage poor : 10 

Come— Corviniis, guest divine^ 
Bids me draw the smoothest wiiM* 

Tho* with science deep imbued* 
He not, like a cynic rude» z' 

Thee despises ; for of old 15 

Cato's ▼irtne, we are told. 
Often with a bumper glowed. 
And with social raptures flow'd. 

Ton by gentle tortures oft. 
Melt hard tempers into soft; SO 

Tou strip off the grave disguise 
From the counsels of the wise, 
And with Bacchus* blithe and g^y. 
Bring them to the &ce of d^. 
Hope by thee, fair fugitive, 2S 

Bids the wretched strive to live ; 
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To the beggar you dispense 

Heart and brow of eoafidence ; . ' 

Warm'd by thee he scorns to fear 

lyrant^ frown, or soldier's spear. aa 

Bacchus boon, add Venns fair, 
(If she come with cheerAil air) 
And the Graces, charming band! 
Erer dancing hand in hand ; 
And the living taper's fiame, 35 

Shall prolong thy purple stnaon, 
Till returmng Fhoebas bright 
Puts the iMQT stars to flight. 
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ODE XXU. 

TO DIANA. 

Y^V groves aad'moiintaiiis guardian maid, 

Invok'd by three mjraterions names ; 
Goddess three^rm'd, vhoae irilling aid 
With gradons pover appears display'd, 
Frodi death to save oar pregnant dames: S 

To thee I consecrate the pine. 
Which, nodding waves my vilia round. 

And here, beneath thy haUow*d shrine, 

Yeariy shall bleed a festal swin^ 
That meditates the side-loog wound. 10 
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ODX span. 

TO PHIDYLE. . 

TF on the DeW'lx>n]i moon, with taftnds rapine^ 

My Phidjrle, laborious rustie, prays ; 
If she with, incense, and a ravettinf swine. 
And yearly fraiu her household gods appease, 

Kor pestilential storm slidll smite her vines, 5 
Nor barren mildew shall her, harvests fear, 

Kor shall her flocks, when the sad year declines 
Beneath its fruitage, feel th' autumnal air. 

Let the devoted herds, that lowing feed 
In snow-toppM Algidon*s high branching wood ; 10 

Or the fair kiue of rich Albania bleed. 
And stain the pontifTs halloVd as with blood; 



<* It is not mpleassiit to see an Eptenrean Poet in- 
" stmcting a pious female fiumer, how to r^nlate her 
" devotions, while she stncerely belieres he is really ao> 
" tnated hy a spirit of piety and religion. BIr. Dacier 
'* and SaaadoD think that Phidyle was his senraat, and 
** that all die directions are given with a view to Us owa 
** interest Perhaps the reader may find somethmg pro- 
*< table in the coBJectnre.^' Awmm. 

There seems not the least probability hi the coitfectare^ 
or in the idea, th^ Horace is not serious in his advkse. 
Though the Poet does not give implicit ihith to all the 
mythology of the time, there Is no reason for siin>oeing 
him an atheist, or that he might not, without impotatieB 
of self-hiteresl^ teU a female rustic, that the piely of the 
offiurer, and not the value of the offering, was acceptable 

tor 
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The li(tle gods, arooadUtr BMred fire. 
No YBSt proftoion of the victim*! gore. 

But pliant myrtle wreaths alooe require, 15 

And fragrant beito, the piont, rural store. 

A grateful cake, when on the hallow'd shryne 
Oflei'd by hands that know no gniltf stain, 

£haU reconcUe th' oiEended powers divine. 
When bleeds the pompons hecatomb in vaia. flO 



iS6 ODES. . Book HI. 

ODE XXIV. 

AGAINST MISERS. 

rpHO' of th' Qniifled gold posseat 

Of gorgeous Ind, and Araby the blest : 

The' with hewn, vaaasy rocks yon raise 
Your haughty structures midst th' indigoant seas. 

Yet, soon a^Fate shall round your head, 5 

With adamantine strength, its tenors qpiead, 

Kot the Dictator's power shall save 
Your soul from iear, your body from liie grave. 

Hajqpy the Scythians, houseless train ! 
Who roll thdr vagrant dwellings o*er the plain ; 10 

fiappy the Oetes fierce and brave. 
Whom no fi^d laws of property enslave : 

While open stftids the golden grain, 
Ihe freebora fruitage of th' unbounded plain. 

Succeeding yearly to the toil, 15 

They plough, with equal tasks, the public soiL 

Not there thoTguiltless step^ame knows 
The baleful draught for orphans to OMapose ; 

IXo iKfe higb-portion'd rules her spouse. 
Or trusts her esseocM lov^ faithless vows, ft 

The lovers there for dowiy claim 
The father's virtue and the spotless fiune. 

Which dante not break the nuptial tie. 
Polluted crime ! whose portion is to die. 

Obi that some patriot, wise and good, tf 

Would stop this impious thirst of civil blood. 

And joy on statues to behold 
His nams. The Father eftke Stmte, enroll'd I 

Ver. i^ No w^ J^thpcrtion^d, &c] TUa complaint of 
rich wives governing Cbeir husiiaiida, is conunon imoiy 
(ha ancients. In this coantrj, most of those wives who 
are under the abtolute coercion of their hnsbtads, will be 
fraud among those who have brought them huge fortoaeiu 



Oh ! let him quell our spreadini? shame, 
Jlnd liye to latest times an houor'd name. 30 

Tho* living virtue we despise, 
"We follow her, when dead, with envious eyes. 

But wherefore do we thus complain. 
If Justice wear her awful sword in vain ? 
. And what are laws, unless obey'd S3 

By thie same moral vktues they were made? 

If neither bttcninic heats extreme. 
Where eastern Fhcebus darts his fiercest beam. 

Nor where tlie northern tempests blow. 
And fireeses doVn to earth th* eternal snow,* 40 

Kor the wild terrors of the main 
Can daunt the merchant, and his voyage restrain ; 

If want, ah dire disgrace t we fear, 
Flrom thence with vigor act, with patience bear, 

While virtue's paths mitroddcn lie, 45 

Those paths, that lead ta Upwards to the Ay I 

6 ! let us consecrate to Jove 
f Rome shall with shouts the pious deed appi^ft^ 

Our gems, our gold, |>emiciotts store t 
-Of plunge into the deep the baleAil ore. 59 

If you indeed your carimes deteat, 
Tear forth, uprooted from the youthful breast. 

The seeds of each deprav'd desire, 
While manly toils a firmer soul inspire. 

Nor kuQws our youth, of noblest race, 5S 

To mount the raanag'd vteed, or urge, the chaoe ; 

More skiird n the mean arts of vice. 
The whirlings roque, or law-f<Ml>idden dice: 

And yet this worthless heir to raise 
To hasty Wealth, the p^rjur'd sire betrays 60 

, His partners, «o-bein, and Ms friends ; 
But, wliile ia heap* his wicked wealth aseends, 

He is not of Ms wish poaiest, 
Tbere*s something waotaoff «^U to rnakv Urn blest. 



o 
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ODE XXV. 

TO BACCHUS. 

I Bacchus, when by thee posaest* 
What hallow*d spirit fills my raving breast? 

How am I wrapt to dreary glades. 
To gloomy caverns, unfrequented shades ? 

In ^hat recesses shall I raise 5 

My voice to sacred Cassar^s deathless praise. 

Amid the stars to bid him shine, 
Rank'd' in the councils of the powers divine T 

Some bolder song shall wale the lyre. 
And sounds unknown its trembling voice inspire. 10 

Thus o'er the steepy mountain's height. 
Starting from sleep, thy priestess takes her flight; 

Amaz'd beholds the Thracian snows, 
With languid streams where icy Heber flows, 

Or Rhodope's high«towering head, 19 

Where fhtntic quires barbarian meanires tread.. 

0*er pathless rocks ; thro' lonely groves 
With what delight my raptoi'd spirit roves ! 

O thou, who rul'st the Kaiad's breast ; 
By whom the bacchanalian maids, possest SO. 

With sacred rage inspired by thee. 
Tear from the bursting glebe th' uprooted tree, 

Nothing or low, or mean, I sing, 
Ko mortal sound shall shake the swelling string. 

The venturous theme my soul alarms, 95 

Sut warm'd fay thee the thought of danger charms. 

When vhie<rown*d Bacchus leads the way. 
What can his daring votaries dismay I 
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ODE XXVI. 

TO VENUI. 

T Lately Was fit to be call'd upon doty, 
*'* Aod gallantly fougbt in the senriee of bataty; 
Bat now crown'd with conquesti I hang np my anM, 
My baip, that campaigned it in midnight alanna. 
Here fix on this wall» here my ensign^ of wan, ff 
By the atatae of Venus, nyr torches and bars. 
And arrows, which threaten'd by Capid their liege. 
War, war on all doors, that dare hold out a seige. 
O goddess of Cyprus, and Memphis, that know, 
ITor the coldness or weight of loy»«billJng snow, 10 
With an high^lifted stroke, yet gently severe, 
Aireage me on Chloe, the proud and the Mr. 
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ODE XXVII. 

TO GALATEA. 

I^IERCE from her cabs the rvreviag fox. 

Or wolf from steep Lanavian rocks. 
Or pregtunt bitch, or chattering jay, 
lU-omen'd guide the guilty on tbeir way ; 

Serpents, like arrows, sidelong thwart 5 

The road, and make their horses start; ' 
Bat for the maid, for xfhom I fear, 
I view the doubtful skies, a prudent seer. 

And bid tlie chanting raven rise 

When PluBbus gilds his orient skies, 1ft 

Ere speeds the showcr-bodiag crow 
To lakes^ whose languid waters cease to iow« 

Happy may Galatea prove, 

Kor yet unmindful of our love. 

For now no luckless pye prevails, 15 

Nor vagrant crow forbids the swelling sails. 

Tet see, what storms tumultuous rise 

While prone Orion sweeps the skies ; 

Too weU I know the Adrian main. 
And western winds, perfidiously serene. £0 

' Oh! may the rising tempest shake 

Our foes, and dreadful o*er them break ; 

■For them the blackening ocean roar, 
And angry surges lash the trembling shore. 

There is no Ode of Pindar ao difflcalt at Om, Then 
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'When on her boll £«top« rode, 89 

19^or knew she xnress'd th' imperial god, 
Sold as she was, tb' a&igbted maid 
Tb« roUing monsters of the deep swv^'dv 

lAte for the rural mympha she chose 

£ach flower, a sarland to compose, 30 

Sat now, beneath the gjoom of nicfat, 

Views nought but seas, and stan of foeble light. 

# 
Soon as she toach*d the Cretan shore. 
My Mre, she cries,— Ah! nunc no. more. 
For every pious, tender namo ^ 

'Is madly lost in this destructive flame. 

Where am I, wretched and undone i 
And shall a single death atone 
A virgin's crime ? or do my fears 
Deplore the guilty deed with waking tean ? 40 

Or am I yet, ah ! pure from shame, 
Mock'd by a vain, deiosive dream? 
Could 1 my springing flow*rets leave. 
To tempt thro* length of seas the faithless waveP 

While thus with just revenge posseat) 45 

How would I tear that monstrous beast i 
How would I break, by rage inspir'd; 
Theso horns, alas ! too fondly onee admir'd ? 

Shameless, my father's gods I fly ; 
Shameless, and yet I fear to die. 59 

Hear me, some gracious heavenly power, 
Let lions fell this naked corse devour. 



142 ODES. Book III. 

. My cheeks ere bollow wiinUes seiae. 

Ere yet tiieir rosy bloom decays, 

While youth yet rolls its Vital flood, 55 

Let tygers fiercely riot in my bloqd. 

But hark f I hear my father ciy, 
lOake haste, unhappy maid, to die. 
For if a pendant ftte yo« chuse, 
Your faithfiil girdle gives the kindly noose ; 60 

Or if yott like an headlong death. 
Behold the pointed rocks beneath ; ^ 

Or plunge into the rapid wave. 
Nor live on haughty tasks, a spinster^Iave, 

' Some rude barbarians concubine, 6$ 

Born as thou art of royal line. . 
Here the perfiftious^miling dame. 
And idle Cupid to the mourner came; 

A whUe she raUied frith the fair. 
Then wit^ a grave and serious air,> 70 

Indulge, she cries, thy rage no more. 
This odious bull shall jrield him to thy power. 

Yet sigh 110 more, but think of love. 
For know thou art the wife ot Jove ; 
Then learn to bear thy future fame, 75 

When earth's wide continent shall boast thy name. 
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OD^ XXVUI. 

TO LYDE. 

OAT, what shaU I do on the festival day 

Of Neptaae i come, I^de, without more delay. 
And broach the good creature, iavaolted that Ues, 
Cast off ali reserve, and be meny and wise. 
The evening approaches, you see, from yon hill« 5 
And yet, as if Phoebus, tho' winged, stood still. 
Ton dally to bring us a cup of the best. 
Condemned, like its Consul, ignobly to rest. 
With voices alternate, the sea-potent king. 
And Nereids, with ringlets of asure we*U sing, 10 
From the sweet-sounding shell thy hand shall araise 
Latona's, and swift-darting Cynthia's praise. 
Hie gay*smiling goddess of love and delight. 
Who rules over Cnidos, and Cydades bright. 
And guiding her swaas with a soft silken i4in, 15 
Revisits her Paphos, shall crown the glad strain. 
Then to the good night, while bumpers elate us. 
We'll sing a larewell, and a decent qtrietws. 
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ODE XXIX. 
Ta UACBNA& 

"TVCSCENDED from an aaeieiit line. 

That once the Tuscan icq^tre nrBy*^ 
Haste thee to meet the generons wine. 

Whose piercing is fior thee delay'd ; 
For thee the fragrant essence flows, 5 

For tilee, IfsBoenas, breathes the blooming rose. 

From the delights> oh ! break away. 
Which nbur's marshy proH>ect yields, 

19^or with unceasing joy survey 
Eair JEsula's declining fields ; 10 

Ko more the verdant hills admire 
Of Telegoo, who kilFd his aged sire. 

Insteot forsake the joyless feaat, 

Where appetite in surfeit dies. 
And from the towered structure haste 15 

That proudly threatens to the skies; 
From Rome and its tumultuous joys. 
Its crowds, and smoke, and opulence, and noise. 

To frugal treats, and humble cells. 

With grateful change the wealthy fly, so 

Where health-preserving plainness dwells. 

Far from the carpet's gaudy dye. 
Such scenes have charmM the pangs of care. 
And smoeth'd the clouded forehead of despair 
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Andromeda's oonspicumis rire 25 

Kow darts bis hiddea beams from fiur; - , 

Hie lion shews his madd'ning fire. 
And barks ficn» Procyon's raging star, 

While Phoebas, with revolving ray. 
Brings back the burnings of the thirsty day^. 98 

Faihting beneatli the. sweU'ring heat. 
To cooling streams, and breeafy shades ' 

The shepherd and his flocks retreat, 
While rustic sylvaos seek the glades. 

Silent the brook its borders laves, 95 

Kor curls one vagrant breath of wind the waves. 

But you for Rome^s imperial state 

Attend with ever-whtchful care, 

Or, for the world's naeertain fate 

Alarm'dr with ceaseless terrors fear : 40 

Anxious what eastern wars impend. 
Or what the S<7thians in their pride intend. 

But Jove, in goodness ever wise. 

Hath hid, in clouds of depthlesa night. 
All that in future prospect lies, 45 

Beyond the ken of mortal sight, ■ 
And laughs to see vain man opprest 
With idle fears, and more than man distrest. 

Then wisely form the present hour ; 

Ei^oy the bliss which it bestows ; 50 

The rest is all beyond our power, 

And like the chasgefhl Tiber flows^ 

Ver. sa. Titer.] Hwm aocoants of this river sre greatly 
asAgferated, aideis the river has decreased as moch as 
Room. The chief glory of Tiber now, to me the weids 
of Whitehpad, ia, that 

. ** Iti waves have flow'd throogb LaUaii laads, 
** Have waih*d the walls of Roaie.'* 
H 
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Who now beneath his bM*i •■bri^e, , 
And peat^fttl to hte m/A^ "oettln g^^te? 
But when descends a sudden shower 55 

And wild provokes his silent Hood, 
The jBOMntwns hear the torrent roar. 

And echoes shake the neighbouring wood. 
Then swollen with rage he sweeps away. 
VprooteA trees, herds, dwellings to Ihe sea. 60 

Happy theoian, and he alone. 

Who master <»f 4limself «an «ay, 
fl^itfri^ Ijt least hath been «y own, 
^ For I have elesrfy UvM Uhjay : 
Then let to-morrow's oloods a»ise» ^ 

Or purer suns overspread the ehewrfwl -ekie*. 
^ot Jove himself can now make void 

The joy, that wing'd the flyipg hour; 
The certain blessing once eAJoy'd 

Is safe beyond the Godhead's power; 70 

wrought can recall the acted scene. 
What hath been,^pite of Jove himself hath been. 

But Fortune, ever-changing dame, 

-Indul»«s her malicious j(V, 
And constant plays her haughty game, 75 

Frond of her office to destroy; 
To-day to me her bounty flows. 
And now to others *be the bim bestow. 
I can applaud her while she stays, 

(But if she shake her wipid wiaga, «» 

I can resign, with careless ease/ 

The richest gifts her favor brings. 
Then folded lie in virtue's tans. 
And honest poverty's nndowei'd charms. 



Tho* the mast howl heneath the wi&d, 8» 

I make no mercenary priqren, 
Kor with the- gods a bargafai bind 

With fatnre vows, and stroaming teaiiy 
To save my wealth from adding more 
To bbondless ocean^B aTaiidoos store; $$ 

Then in myfittle barge I*n ride, 

Secnre amid the foamy wave, 
Oahn will I stem the threatening tide. 

And fearless all its tnaralts brave ; 
Even then perhaps some kinder gale, gS 

While the twin-Stars appear, shall fill my joyful sedl. 
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ODE XXX. 

TO MELPOMENE. 

liyrORE durable than brass, the frame 

^^ Which here I consecrate to fame; 

Higher than pyramids that rise. 

With royal pride, to brave the skies; 

Kor years, tho' numberless the train, 5 

17or flight of seasons, wasting rain. 

Nor winds, that loud in tempests break, 

Shall e^er its firm foundation shake. 

HfoT shall the funeral pyre consume 

Hy fame ; that nobler part shall bloom, 10 

And with unfading youth improve, 

"While to th' immortal fane of Jbve 

The silent maids, in silent state 

Ascending, on the pontiff wait. 

Where Aufidus with dearnjug waves', 16 

And rapid course impetuous rav«s. 
And where a poor, enervate stream 
From banish'd Danngs takes its name, 
O'er warlike realms who fix*d his throne, 
Shall Horace, deathless bard, be known, 90 

Who first attempted to inspire 
With Grecian sounds the Roman lyre. 
With conscious pride, O Muse divine, 
Assume the honors justly thine; 
Witli laurel wreaths my head surround, 25 

Such as the god of verse have crown*d. 

Yer. IS. ITAife to W hmmortal fmtt 0/ Jmitf.] The Poet 
has obtaiaed a modi longer term of dune thaot be ex* 
pected. His poems bave oatUved the High Priest and 
Vestals of ancient Rome many ages. Tbey will probaUy 
outliTe the Pontiff aad Teitals of moden Romew 
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BOOK IV. 

ODE r. 

TO VEWUS. 

A GAIN new tumults Arc my breast; 
""• Ah spare me, Venus, let thy suppliant rest; 

Alas ! I am not now the swain 
i was in Csmara's good-natur'd reign. 

fierce mother of the loves, no more S 

Attempt to bend me to thy charming power, 

Hardened with age ; but swift repair 
Where youth invokes thee with the soothing prayer, 

Would yott enflame, with young desire, 
A bosom worthy of thy purest fire, ip 

To Panlus guide, a welcome guest, 
Thy purple swans, and revel in his breast. 

Of noble birth, and graceful made, 
Kor silent when affliction claims his aid, 

the youth, of hundred conquering arts, 15 

Shall wave thy banners wide o*er female hearts ; 

This Ode has been happily imitated by Pope, aad 
applied to a more natmral object. I «ee no poasibia 
objection to nich an Alteration in the translatioa of 
•very poem of antlqaity, oa the same •object. 
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But if thy pofwerfol aid' he prove, . 
And laughs at rivals, vhd with gifts make love. 

Thou in a citron dome shaTt stand. 
Formed by the sculptor's animating hand ; - SO 

There shall th* abundant incense flame. 
And thou transported quaff the rising steam. 

While all the pcwers of music join 
To raise the song with harmony divine. 

There shall the youths and virgins pay fgy 

To thee their grateful ofierings twice a^ay, 

like Salian priests the dance shall lead. 
And many a masy measure round thee tread. 

For me, alas ! those joys are o'er. 
For me the vernal garland blooms no more ; SO 

Ko more the feats of wine I prove. 
Nor the delusive hopes of mutual love. 

But why, all ! fair one, still too'dear. 
Steals down my <^cek th' involuntary te«r ? 

Or why, thus faulter o*er my tongue S5 

S1)e words, which once harmonious pour'd along i 

Swift thro* the fields, and flowing streams, 
I follow thee in visionaiy dreams* 

Now, BOW I seize, I clasp thy dianns. 
And now you burst, ah eruel! from my arms. dD 



ODE IT. 
TO ANTPNIJJS lULUS. 
Ti|E« yrhB to Pindafs -height attempts to rise, 
"^"^ like leaf us, with waxien pkiions tries 
His pathless way, and ftfom the vMitarous theme 
SbaU leave to afeuro seas his falliog name. 

As when a rtvw, swolten by sodden showers fi 
Oi'eritsknown^MEnks, fi^omsomesteep mountain p^urs. 
So i& pMfobbd, Qhtiieasttrdbl^ soi^g 
The aecp-monaf d Pindar, foaming, ponrs along. 

"Well he deserves Apollo's laurerd crown. 
Whether nevt words he folfs enraptiir*d down 10 
Impetuous thro* the DVthyrambic strains, 
jpiree from all laws, but wliat himself ordains; 

"Whedier in lofty tone sublime he sings 
The deathless gods« or god'cjescended kings, 14 
With death deserv'd ivhp smote the Centamrs dire* 
And queixfh'd the fierce CiMmwra's breath of fire ; 

Or whom ja»* Olympic pfili% ^torioos prixe! 
Imm9rtal crowns, and raiaeg to the sktea. 
Wrestler or steedr— with hooooi that outlive 
The mortal fame, ^liich thousand statues give: flO 

Or moarns some hapless youth in plaintive lay. 
From his fond^ weeping bride, ab! torn away. 
His manners ptif e, hiS' courage, and his name, 
SnatchM from the grave, 'he vlndiciites to fame. 

Thus when the Theban swan attempts the skies, 
A nobler gale of rapture bids him rise ; £6 

Whoerer reads this BoUe Ode mmt Iment, that of 
all the works of Pindv, tliose <mhf reaiain which cele- 
brate the victors in fhe public games of Greece ; whidi, 
from Oteir subject, sppear to hare beea the least inte- 
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' But like a. bee, which thro* the breesy groves* 
With feeble wing and idle inanniire roves. 

Sits on the blooiii, and with unceanng toil 9g 
Tmm thyme 8weet*breathing culls his flowery spoil ; 
80 I, weak bard ! round Tibui's lucid spring. 
Of-humble strain laborious verses idng. 

Tis thme with deeper hand to strike the l3r»^ . 
for Caesar's glory shall bu bard inspire. 
When he. With laurel prown'd, the meed of w«r, 3S 
Drags the fierce Gaul at his triumphal car; - 

Than whom the gods ne'er gave,, or bounteoits 
Fate 
To human kind a gift more good or great, 
Nor from their treasures shall -again unfold, 
Tho' time roll backward to hb ancient gold. 40 

Be thine the festal days, the city's joys, . 
The forum silenc'd from litigious noise. 
The public games fdr Caesar safe restor'd, 
A blessing oft with pious vows implor'd. 

Then, if my voice can reach the glorious theme, 45 
Thus will I sing, amid the loud acdaim— 
Hail brightest sun ; in Rome's fair annals shine, 
,Csesar retums—etnrnal praise be thine. 

As the procession awful moves along, 
Let shouts of triumph fill our joyful song ; 50 

Repeated shouts of triumph Rome shall rsise. 
And to the bounteous gods our altars blase* 

Of thy fair herds twice ten shaU grateful bleed. 
While I, with pious care, one steerling feed : 
Wean'd from the dam, o'er pastures large he roves. 
And for my vows his rising youth he proves; 56 

His horns like Inna's bending fires appear. 
When the third night she rues to her sphere; 
Apd> yellow all the rest, one mark there glows 
Full in his front, and bright as winter snows, 60 
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ODE iir. 

. TO MELPOMENE. 

TJE* on trhose natal hour the qaeen 

Of verse hath smU'd, shall never grace 
The Isthmian gauntlet, or be seen 
Fint in the fiam'd Olympic race: 

He shall not after toils of wai^ S 

And taming haughty monarcbs* pride, 

With laurelM brows conspicuous far. 
To Jove*8 Tarpelan temple ride : 

But him, the streams which warbling flow 
Rich Tibur's fertile vales along, 10 

And shady groves, his haunts, shall know 
The master of th' £oiian song. 

The sons of Rome, majestic Rome ! 

Have placed me in tlie poet^s quire. 
And envy, now or dead or dumb, 19 

Forbears to blame what they admire. 

Goddess of Ute sweetaounding hite, ^ 
Whieh thy harmonious touch obeys, 

Who canst the finny race, tho' mute. 
To cygnet's dying accents raise. 80 

Thy gift it ia» that al]» with ease. 

Me prince of Roman Jyrics own; 
That, while I live, my nnmbeSi pl^me. 

If pleasing, is thy gift alone. 

TVe traaalatioB of fhis Ode b by Atterinar. flcaUgw 
was io pleased with the original, that He tald he woald 
rather have writtMi i^ UMi be king of Anagoo. 
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ODE IV, 

THE PRAIS^f OF DRUSUS. 

A S tbe majestic bird of towering kind* 

Who bears the Umnder thro- th*ettierial 9pMtt, 
rro whom the mpnarch of tlie>gods assiga*d 
Dominion o*er the vagraqt, feathered race, 
Hb faith approved, When to the distant skies 5 
From Ida's top he bore (he Phrygiaa prize) 

Sprang from- his- nest, by sprightly youth iospii'd^ 

Fledg'd, and exiiitiaflf |a his native mighty 
19oyice to toils, but as the clouds retir'd. 
And gentler gates provoked a bolder flirht» 10 
On sailing wings thro* yielding air explored 
Unwonted paths, and panted while he soar'd : 

Anon to ravage in the fleecy fold, , 

The glowing ardor of his princely heart 
Pour'd the beak'd foe ; now more matui'ely bold 
With talons fierce precipitant to dart 16 

On dragons fell, reloctant in the frayj 
Such is his thirst for Wttle, and for ptejr* 

Or as a lion thro* the forest stalks, 

Wean'd by tlie tawny dam from mifky f^d i 20 
■ A goat descries hfth from herflow'eiy walks. 

First doomM to stanlUsyotlthfalJliW* #illi^¥lo»db 
So Drusus look'd trttmendbM to bitf Iboy 
Beneath thaftoesQ Wgkilof Alpiao iovwi.. 

This truly sublime Ode has also received a hypeiiwfiear 
«n4<»»ntti fir«M Setfigtt. O* te SirH anrftt It Aittr.be 
jadgetf, and not o» (be d«W*ir «f tte awit niilltlit 
and luperteiai^erltie tint awwMla, ... 



Tim BjMBtaan bands l»elield Jbk» sofsh i^ yragsi -as 

Tbosvodarifig ba^ds, iy)^ vitii triniapbaiit joy 

Wera woat to H>read t^ev bviefttl teiron fex, 

Tam'd by th^ ^odufifc of tbq mactUl boyo 

Felt vibat lro« eouf a^Oi cpwld aciiievo, viien led; 

B^ briglft 4|^ple« <md fagr-nrtne bred ; |0 

Felt hoir Aag!ust«s wUib iMtenul-miod 

f it^d the young Neroes to beroic deeds. 
The braTf and ,good .ax« copies of their kind y 
Jn ameers laboHrio^^ aind-ia geaerouaiStefds 
Wp trace their urea*,, joor cao' the bird of iav», 3S 
Ii^trepid, fierce, beget thf onwaxlike dove* 

Tet sago instrttftions to refine the soql, i 

And raise the genius, wondrous aid imparl 

Conveyingi inward as they par ely roU,' 

; StrcMkgl;^ to the iaiod»; a^d vigpr tO; the. heart: 

When, morals faU» the stains^f vice disgrace 0l 

The fairest honors of the noblest race*, .• . _, 

How much the grandeur of thy. vising state:. 
Owes to the Keroes,. JU>me ioaperiaW say^ 
Witness Melaorus and the disipat fate j45 

Of vamttish'd Asdrebe), and tbat glad day, 
Which fir«t aippicio«a> m ^. <MuM9s ^edi , 
O'er Latiunk's face a, tide .of ^oiy shed* . ^ 

^ro- wide. H^peria*s tpweriiy citie^ crashed ^ 

With . hi«ieoua fsM. avd desolation dif 9, . ^ . 50 
Jmpetuoua^ wild the pacthfiganifn sush.dr. 
As thro' the pitchy pines destructive 6f» . r 
Devours its course, or bowling £ttnis.ra:ra8» 
^ad l^QStlfig tides the vad 3icil^a wavesi 
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Hie Rdttin yoatb, still gtcmlag by ^eirtoils* SS 

Bave reapM the harvest of the ven^ftil 8word« 

And seen those temi4e8»whieh were onee thespoUs 

' Of l^rian rapine, to fhor go<to restored ; 

Vrhea fidthless Hannibal at length ezpressVI 

The boding sorrows of his anxious broast : Oo 

like stags, of coward kind, the destined prey ' 

Of ravening wolves, we unproTok'd defy 
Those, whom to baffle is our fiiirest play. 
The proudest triumph we can boast, to fly; 
For mark that race, firom burning Troywhtdi bore 
Their sons and sages to the Latian shore : fSB 

That race, long tost upon the Tuscan waves* 

Are like an oak upon the woody top 

Of shaded Algidns, bestrowM with leaves, 

Which, as keen axes its green honors lop, 70 

3Biro' wounds, thro*'fosses no decay can feel. 

Collecting strength and spmt from the^teel. 

iJ^ot Hydra stronger, when dismember'd, rose 

Against Alcmasna's much-enduring iBon, 

Grieving to find, from bis repeated blowe 75 

llie foe redoubled, and his toil begun ; 

l^^or Colchb teem'd, nor Eehionian Thebes 

A feller monster from their bursting glebes* 

In ocean ploi^'fhehi;ut> they bn<^ more bright; 
At arms oppose them, they shall rout your train 
In force united, and approv'd hi fight; 81 

"Wifh total ruin on the dus^ plain, 
And battles wage, to be the future boast 
Of their proud consorts o^«r oar vanaoifh'd bOBl. 



Book IV. OD BS. 1S» 

To lofty Carthage I no moijs ahall send 89 

Vaunts of my deeds, and heralds of my fame; 
My boundlfss hopes, alas I are at an end 
With an the flowing fortune of onr name : 
Those boundless hopes, that aowing fortune, all 
Are dash'd, and bnry'd in my brother's fall* go 

Hie Claudian race, those favorit^s-of the skies, 

No toil shall 4amp, no fortitude withstand ; 
Superior they to difficulties rise. 
Whom Jove protects with an indulgent hand; 
IVhom cautious cares, preventing wiles afar, gS 
Guide thro* the penis of tumultuous war. 
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ODE y. 

TO AUGDSTU^ 

T>ROPITIOnS to the sons of earth 
•*• (Best guardian of the Roman stit^l 
The heavenly powers beheld thy birth, 
%nd fonn*d thee glorious, good and great ; 
Rome and her holy fathers cry, thy stay * S 
Was promis'd short, ah! wherefore this delay? 

Come then, auspicious prince, and bring, 

To thy long gloomy country, light, 
for in Uiy countenance the spring 
Shines forth to cheer thy people's sight ; 10 
Then hasten thy return, for, thou away, 
Kor lustre has the sun*, nor joy the day. 

As a fond mother views with fear 
The terrors of the rolling main. 
While envious winds, beyond his year, 15 

From his lov'd home ber son detain ; 
To the good gods with fervent prayer she cries, 
And catches every omen as it flies ; * 

Anxious she listens to the roar 

Of winds that londly sweep the sky ; Sd 

Kor fearful firom the winding shore. 
Can ever turn her longing eye ; 
Smit with as faithful and as fond desires. 
Impatient Rome her absent lord requiits. 
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Safe by thy cares her oxen graae, C8 

And ydlow Ceres clothes her fields : 
The sailor ploughs the peacefol seas, 
And earfh her rich abundance yields; 
While noUy consdoos of unsullied fame, 
lUr honor dreads th' imputed sense of blame. W 

By thee our wedded dames are pure 

fVom foul adultery's embrace ; 
The consdoos fether views secure 
Hu own i>esemblance in his fuee : 
Thy chaste example quells the spotted deed, 35 
And to the guilt thy pniushments succeed. 

Who shall the faithless Parthian dread, 

The freesing armies of the north, 
. Or the fierce youth, to battle bred. 

Whom horrid Germany brings forth? 40 

Who shall regard the war of cruel Spain, 
If Caesar live secure, if Caesar reign? 

Safe in his vineyard toils the hind. 

Weds to the widow*d elm his vine, 
1111 the sun sets his hiU behind, 4B 

Then hastens joyful to his wine. 
And in his gayer hours of mirth implores 
Thy, godhead to protect and bless his stores. 

To thee he chants the sacred song. 

To thee the rich libation pours ; Sf> 

niee, plae'd his household gods among^ 
Wi& solemn daily prayer adores : 
So Castor and great Hercules of old 
Were with bar gods hy gntefU Qrtece enroll'd. 



Gracious and goed» boneath thj r^iga < ^ 

May Aome her bajppjr fapwra «ov)4>|r* 
And gratefiil bail tby iv9t dosaaia 
With piona^mM and fte^al joj : 
Thus, with tha tUMig s«w-wa aeher praj^ 
Xbm» i« oor mpa baMatb hia aelitwc rajrw ^ 



Tlie reader nay 4ad ttw sbuh 04a in. Ow CIrnai 

Seaport, 
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ODEVU. 
TO TOBQUA^TUa. 

THE snow dissolves ; the field its verdure spreads, 
The trees high wave in air th^ leafy heads; 
Earth feels the change ; the rivers calm subside. 
And smooth along their banks decreasing glide ; 
The elder grace, with her fair sister-train, 5 

In naked beauty dances o'er the plain ; 
The circling hours, that swiftly wing their way. 
And in their flight consume the smiling day ; 
Those circling hours, and all the- various year. 
Convince us, nothing is immortal here. 10 

■In vernal gal^s cold winter melts away; 
Soon wastes the spring in summer's burning ray : 
Yet summer dies in autumn's fruitful reign. 
And slow-pac'd winter soon returns again. 
The moon renews her orb with growing light; 15 
But wh6n we sink into the depths of night. 
Where all the good, thejich, the brave are laid. 
Our best remains are ashes and a shade. 

Who knows if Heaven, with ever-boonteous power. 
Shall add to-morrow to the present hour ? SO 

But know, that wealth, bestowed to gay delight. 
Far from thy ravening heir shall speed its flight; 
Bat soon as Minos, thron'd in "awful state. 
Shall o'er thee speak the solemn words of Fate, 



The snbject of this Ode it nearly on the same axAiect 
wift the fourth of the firrt book, as has already been 
observed in a note on that Ode. 
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Kor virtue, hi^th, nor eloquence divine, 25 

Shall bid the* grave its destined prey resign: ~" 
Kor chaste Diana from infernal night ^ 
Could bring her modest favorite back to light ; 
And hell-descending Theseus strove in vain 
To break hU amorous friend's Leth«an chain. 9d 
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ODE VIIX. 

TO CENSORINUS. 

■CTfTTTB liberal heart to eveiy friend 

' '^ A bowl or cauldron would I send ; 
Or tripods, which the Grecians gave. 
As rleh rewards, to heroes brave; ' 
Nor should the meanest gift be thine, 6 

If the rich works of art were mine, 
By Scopas, or Parrhasius wrought, 
With aniijating skill who taught 
The shapeless stone with life to glow. 
Or bade the breathing colours flow, ^ 10 

To imitate, in eveiy line. 
The form or human or divine. 

But I nor boast the curious store. 
And yon nor want, nor wish for more ; 
lis yours the joys of verse to know, 15 

Such Joys as Horace can bestow, 
"While I can vouch my present's worth. 
And call its every virtue forth. 

Nor columns, which the public raise. 
Engraved with monumental praise, 90 

By which the breath of life returns 
To heroes sleeping in their urns ; 
Nor Hannibal, when swift he fled, 
liis threats retorted on bis head. 
Nor impious Carthage wrapt in flame, 25 

From whence great Scipio gain'd a name. 
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Sttch glories round him can diffose, 

As the Calabrian poet's muse ; 

And should the bard his aid deny, 

Thy worth shall unrewarded die. 90 

If envious silence left unsung 
The youth from Mars and Ilia sprung, 
How had we Icnown the hero's fame 
From whom the Koman empire came ? 
The poet^s credit, voice and lays, . 36 

Could £aeus immortal ndse^ 
Snatch*d from the Stygian gulis of hell. 
Among the blissful isles to dwell. 

The Muse forbids the brave to die, 
The Mvse enthrones him in tlie sky ; . • 40 

Alcldes, mid the starry pole, 
!thus quafis with Jove tiie nectar*d bowl ; 
Thus vine-crownM Bacchos with successr 
Bis jovial votaries can bless. 
And the twin-stars have power to save 45 

The fthattei'd vessd from tlie gulfy waTt. 



OD£IX. 

TO LOLLItrS. 

TjlTHILE mitii the Qreoiftn barda I vie, 
And npUnr'd tone the «odal 8triag» 
Think not the song shall ever die. 
Which with no valgar lOt I sing, 
Tho' horn «rhere Aufid rolls his sonuding strestn, 5 
In lands for distant from poetic fame. 

What tho* the Muse her Homer thrones 

High above all th* immortal quire, 
17or Tindar's rapture she disowns. 
Nor hides the •plainti«« Caum lyre ; 10 

Alcaeof strikes the tyiant^s soul with dread* 
Nor yet is grave Stesiehoras iwread. 

Vhate^er, of old, Anacreon sungV 
fiowever tedder was the lay, , 
In spite of time is ever young, 15 

Nor Sappho's amwous flaiD<Bs decflQT ; ' -'' 
Her living songs preserve their channiiig art> 
]ier love.stiU breatiies the pyesioBS of her hwit. 

Helen was not the only fkir 

By an unhappy passion <ir'd/ SO 

Who the lewd ringlets of the hair 
Of an adulterous youth admir'd ; 
i'or splendid vests, «nd n^al graoe have chaiBs 
^ tempt weak woman fo a stiangei's araks. 

yvr. ««. Trnth.-] Francis has batu, wUdk seems tbe 
kmettaeptfa of flic Bathos.. 
Ver. 83. Dacier makes the foUowisg remark on ttit 
aage: * 

< It wti not winatataJl, that fte aagqlfice&ce of an 
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Kor first from Tencer's Tengeful bow 25 

The featherM death noening flew, 
H^or was the Greek the aagle foe. 
Whose rtge ill-fated Ilion knew ; 
Greece had with heroes fillM th' embattled piain, 
Worthy the Muse in her sublimest strata. so 

Kor Hector first traosported heard 

With fierce delight the war's alarms, 
Kor brave Dei'i^obas appeared 
Amid the tented field in arms. 
With glorious ardor prodigal of life, SS 

To goard a darling son, and faithful wife. 

Before great Agamemnon reign*d, 

Reign'd kings as great as be, and brave, 
Whose liuge ambition's now contain'd 
In the small compass of a grave; 40 

In endless night they sleep, unwept, unknown, 
Ko bard bad they to make all time their own. 

In earth if it forgotten lies. 

What is the valor of the brave ? 
What difference, when the coward dies, 4S 

And sinks in silence to his grave ? 
Kor, LoUittS, will I not thy praise proclaim. 
But from oblivion vindicate thy fiune. 

** Ariatie prince should itrike with wonder a priaccw of 
" lacedKinoD, whow people wen edeeated in Ibe tiaf 
** plicity of the flrat aces." Where did Ibe criCie diacover 
that Oie Asiatic lYqfans were more magniloent than tfie 
Evopean Greeks, or that the Spurtaas wera otherwtoe 
educated than the oOier Greeks befbre Ibe tiae of 
lycorgus? 

The splendid dress and amour of MeaelaiM are par> 
ticularly menUoned b/ Hobmt, Uiad ir. Tcr. 199. 
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Kor shall its IMd power conceal 
Thy toils— how glorious to the state I SO 

How constant to the public weal 
Thro* all the doubtful turns of Fate! 
Thy steadj soul, by long experience found 
Erect alike, when fortune smll'd, or firown'd. 

Vilkiaa, in public rai^ne bold* S5 

Lollins, the just avenger, dread. 
Who never hy the charms of gold, 
Shining sedbcer 1 was misled ; 
B^ond thy year such virtue shall extend. 
And death alohe tby consulate shall end. €o 

Perpetaal magistrate is he» 

Who keeps strict justice full in sight; 
With scorn rejects th' oiFender's fee, 
Kor weighs convenience against right i 
Who bids the crowd at awful distance gaae» 05 
And virtue's arms victorioualy displays. 

Not he, of wealth immense possest. 

Tasteless who piles his massy gold. 
Among the number of the blest 
Should have his glorloui name enroll'd; 70 
He better claims the glorious name who knows 
With wisdom to enjoy what heaven bestows : 

Who knows the wrongs of want to bear, 

£ven in its lowest, last extreme; 
f et can with conscious virtue fear, 75 

Ftor worse than death, a deed of shame ; 
IJndannted, for his country or his friend, 
To awalfice his liib-0 glorious end I 
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ODE X. 

TO LIGDRIN08. 

f\ Cruel still and vain of beauty's charms, 
^ Wlien wintiy age thy insolence disaims ; 
When fall those locks that on thy ahonldcn play. 
And youth*! gay roses on thy oheeks decay; 
"When that smooth lace shall ages roughness wear, 
And in your glas» another form appear, 6 

Ah why 1 you'll say, do I now vainly hum. 
Or with my wishes, not my youth return? 

Sansdon'fe remarks on the moral tendeii^; of ^^^ 
are truly ridicalou.. they can be oirfy «l«^ » 2^»r 
dmpUcUy, by Wakefield's ob«sr»ation on a coaplet n Iha 
kape of the Lock, the first Unc of "wluch is, 

« O bad that hand been bat content to seiie.'' 

I hate changed one word in tbe translatioB. I r 
like to substitate Ugnriaa for Mf«hi«s. 
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ODKJU. 

Xa PHYI.LI8. 

pHTIXUb tbia AMmo cask i« tUaa, 

MeUow*d by summflre mora^thaB bIm, 
And in my garden, for thy haad 
Ity panley-crowna their Terdure •putad : 
For thee the creeping ivy twioeB, 9 

With plate n^^ehterittl dweUing-thinesi 
With Tenrain cbaate an altar beand. 
Now thirsts f«r Uood ; the victim'* crow&Vi. 

AU bands employ^ ; my gais and beys. 
With busy haste, prepare onr joys; 10 

XVembliiig the pointed flames arise, 
Their smoke rolls upward to the skies, 
Bnt why this ba^r^ liestal care? 

Oiis invitation to ttie lair^ 

This day the smUing month divides, 15 

0*er whioh the seaborn queen presides ; 

Sacred to me, and due to mirth. 

As the glad jionr that gave me birth; 

For when this happy morn apiwars, 

HsKenas counts a length of years fO 



Boom of fhe oommentatori say this Ode is addre«ed 
to tte mirtress of Xaatbos of the same name* taentioaed 
. in a fomer Ode. It leems to lae, to be clearly addressed 
by Horace to a mistrsss of Us own, elae wbat can bo 
the sense of tbe last paragraph in the trafiriation? (whieb 
is a ftttUU copy of tbe original) bsgiantag, 
** Come tbcm say latest love.** 
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To roll in bright raccestion roa&d, 
"With every joy aad blessing crown*d. 

Gay Telephus exults Above 
The humble fortunes of tby love. 
And a ricfa» buxMa midd detains: 8S 

His captive heart in willing chains. 

Hie youth, destroyed by heavenly fire» 
Forbids ambition to asi^re. 
And FegasuSf who scorn*d to bear 
His earthiborm rider thra* the air^ M 

A dread example hath suiqply'd 
To check the growth of human pride. 
And caution my presumptuous &ir 
To grasp at things within Jlier sphere. 

Come then my latest love (for I ^95 

Shall never for anotiier die} 
Come learn with me to newer Uqpv 
Tby voice of harmony to raise. 
The soothing song, and diarming air. 
Shall IcMen every gloomy can. 4C 
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ODKXn. 

TO VIROIU 

I^OMPAVIOKS of fbe spiinff, theThndu wiadfl 
^^ With kindly breath noir driyo the b«k fkom 

shore; 
Ko frost, with hosry hand, the moadow binds, 
Kor swoln with winter snow the torrents roar. 

TIm swaUow, hapless bird ( now bnilds her nest, 5 
And in compli^ning notes b^;ins to sing, 

Xhat, with revenge too cmelly powest^ 
Impioos she punished an incestuous king. 

Stretd&'d on the springing grass the shepherd swain 
His Teedy pipe with sural music fills; 10 

The god, who guards his flock, approves the strain. 
The god, who loves Arcadia's gloomy hiUs. 

7irgil,'tis thine, with noble youths to feast, 
Tet^ since the thirsty season calls for wine. 

Would you a cup of generous Bacchus taste, Iff 
Bring yon the odors, and a cask is thine. 

Iby Uttle box of spikenard shall produce 
A mighty cask, that in the cellar Uess 

Big with large hopes shall flow th* inspiring Juice, 
Powerful to soothe our giieft, and raise our Joys. 
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If pleasures such as these caa charm thy soq1» 21 
Bring the glad merchandise, -with sweets rqplete s 

Nor empty-handed sbaU yen touch the bowl, 
Kor mean I like swolu opulence to treat. 



Think on the gloomy pyle's funereal 1 
And be no more with sordid lucre blind; 

Mix a diort folly witk Iby Jabof'd sdmnea ; 
lis joydus folly> thit unMnds the ndDd. 
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oDSZin, ' 

TO LYCE. 



rpHEj 



I gods, the gods have heard my prayer. 

Yet, lyce, spite of hoary hair, 

A beauty still you*Id shine : 
You impudently drink and joke. 
And with a broken ^wice provoke » 

Peaires no longer thine. 

Coiad, who joys in dimple sleek. 
Now Ues in blooming Chia's cheek. 

Who tones the melting lay; 
From blasted oaks the wanton flies, 10 

Scared at thy wrinkles, haggard eyes. 

And head snow'd o'er with grey. 

"Sot glowing purple, nor the blaie 
Of jewels, can restore the days ; 

To thee those days of glory, 15 

'Which, wafted on the wings of time. 
Even from thy birth, to beauty's prime. 

Recorded stand in story. 



In Knncis, the Sd vene it. 

Yet »ou m'toast mould ihhe* 
8adi*modeniiziiig of words may eabellish aa imitation^ 
bat dunild not be in a translatioD. Beiidefl^ the word 
tMsi, for a tamig, is now obsolete. 
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Ah ! whither is thy Venus 1 

That bloom, by nature's cunning spread ? 90 

That every gracefv^ art i 
Of her, of her, what^now remains, 
MTho breath'd the loves, who charmed the swains^ 

And 8natch*d me from my heart i 

Once happy maid ! in pleasing guiles 85 

Who vied with Qyapra in smiles. 

Ah ! tragical survival ! 
She glorious died in beauty's J>loom, 
While cruel Fate defers thy doom 

To be the raven^s rival, 30 

That youths, in fervent wishes bold, 
lYot without laughter may behold 

A toieh, whose early fire 
Qe«ld every breast with love enflame, 
Kow fediitiy spread a sickly gleam, 95 

And in a smoke expire. 



ODE lav. 

TO AUGUSTUS. 

TJOW sball our bolgr swMto't car^ 

Or Borne nitb gmteftil Jojr p»Hre 
Tby moBUMjitel hOaon bit with fiunc^ 
And in her festal annals eternise tby name? 

O thoa, lAmn Sol vitb Mn^Ajr r^a 
Tb« habitablo glpbe s«c«enr 
GMBtest of pciiieet* «bM9 vindicti^ fta^ 
Firat broke tb' anconqnex'd Oanl to tby triumphal . 
car. 

For when tby legions DnisHs Ied« . 
How swift the rapid Breuni fledl 10 

The rongb Oeoaonl fell, and rais'd in vain 
IVemendoas on the Alps, twice overwhelmed the 
plain 

Their haughty towers. With just snoeess 
"While the good gods thy battle bless. 
Our elder Kero smote with deep dismay 15 
The Bbcetians, huge of bulk, and broke their firm 



Cknttpvenoot in the martial strifii, 
And nobly prodigri of life, 
With what i^digiotts mins he opprest 
For glorious liberty the death'devoted breast I SO 
IS 
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Aft wbe& th« Pldads rend ttie sUtt 
In nystlc dance, tbe winds arise. 
And woit the seM natam*d; sneh was tke fbte^ 
With wbicb» thro' spreading fixe^ he spnrr'd his 
foaminff honw. 

80 branchinf Anfidns, who laves £5 

The Daonian realms, fierce rolls his waves* 
When to the tolden labors of the swain. 
He meditates his wrath, and delages the plain. 

As Clanflos wifli impetaoos might. 
Broke thiV the iron vsnks of fight I m 

From fiont to tear the bloodless victor sped, 
MOw'd down tV embattied field, and wide the 
slaoghter spread. 

.Ihine were his troops, his covoiels thine. 
And all his goardian powers divine: 
7or since the ds^, when Alexandria's port V 
OpenM, in snpplianoe low, her desolated court. 

When thrice five times the circling son 
His annnal cowse of light had ran. 
Fortune by this success hath crown'd Oqr n^oie, 
Gonfirm'd thy glories past, and rsis'd thgr fiitwe 
fiune. 40 

Dread guardian of th* imperial state. 
Whose presence rules tbgr coontiT's htia. 
On whom the Medes with awful wonder gone. 
Whom vnhous'd ficarthiwu fear,«BConq«ei'd^ain 
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Kilnsy irho hides hU sevenfold source^ 45 
The Tigris, headlong in his course, 
The Danube and the ocean wild that roars 
.With monster-bearing vaves, round Britain's rocky 
shores. 

The foarless Gaol thy name reveros. 
Thy voice the rough Iberian hears, flO 

With arms compos*d the fierce Sicamlbrians yield, 
37or view, with dear delight, the carnage of the 
field. 
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OPE XV, 

TO AUGUSTUS. 

T Would have rang of bataes dire 
And migh^ cities overthrown. 
When Fhoebos imote me with bis lyre. 
And wern'd me with an angry tone. 
Not to vnfold my little sail, <»■ brave 5 

The boundless terrors of the Tyrrhene wave* 

Tet will I sing tbj. peaceful reign. 

Which crowns with fhiits our happy fields* 
And rent from Parthia's haugh^ fane 
To Roman Jove his eagles yields ; 10 

Angustos bids the rage of battle cease, 
And shuts up Janus in eternal peace. 

Restrained by arts of ancient fame. 

Wild licence walks at large no more, 
Oniose arts, by which the Latian name, 15 

The Roman strength, th' imperial power* 
With awful nuuesty unbounded spread 
To rising Fbvbus from his western bed. 

WbOe watchful C»s«» guards our age, 

Kor civil wrath, nor loud alarms 9D 

Of fbreign tumults, nor the rage. 
That joyt to forge destructive arms. 
And ruin'd cities fills with hostile woes. 
Shall e'er disturb, O Rome, thy safe repose. 

As the preceding Ode ccunpUmcnts Aagwiai on the 
MMCSM of biaiMir and his geaersli ia war, this holds 
Um oat as the oltfect ef prsise for the niMcr virten •i 
IMsce sal homani^. 
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Nations, who qnaff the rapid stream, S5 

Where deep the Danube rolls his wave ; 
The Parthians, of perfidious fame. 
The OetsB fierce, and Seres brave. 
And th^, on Tanais who wide extend. 
Shall to the Julian laws reluctant bend. 90 

Our wives and children share our Joy, 

With Bacchus' jovial blessings gay ; 
Thus we the festal hours employ. 
Urns grateful hul the busy day; 
But first, with solemn rites the gods adore, S5 
And, like our sires, their sacred aid implore; 

Then vocal, with harmonious lays 

To I^ydian flutes, of cheerful sound, 
Attemper'd sweetly, we shall raise 
The valiant deeds of chiefii renown'd, 40 

Old Troy, Anchises, and the godlike race 
pf Venus, blooming with immortal grace. 



END OF ODES. 
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EPODE I. 

TO MfCENAS. 

'IXTHILE yoQ, MaKenas, dearest friend. 

Would Cassar's person with your ovn defend : 

And Antony's high-towered fleet. 
With light, Libornian gallies fearless meet* 

What shall forsaken Horace do, S 

Whose every joy of life depends on yen ? 

With thee, 'tis happiness to live. 
And lifie, without thee, can no pleasure give* 

Shall I th' unkind command obey. 
And idly waste my joyless hours away ; 10 

The varioot coi^ectiires of Oie conmentaton on this 
book woold be little ioteretliog to the E&f Hdi reader. 
The Greek Odes were generally divided taito a certain 
namber, of temariet of itaunsb of whkh the two Artt 
were called the Strophe and Autittrophe, whkh were 
exactly of the sanie measure; and the tfab-d, whk:h waa 
of a different meaiure, was called the Epode. There does 
not seem much analogy between these poems and that 
part of the Greek Ode ; except peihaps from Oeir belBf 
sabseqoent te the other Odes, and betaig in a diflerent 
meaMie from any of than. Thqr are so Inferier to dieir 
predecessors hi etery respect, that we can hardly suppose 
them the woifc of the same poet. The Eoglteh rapder 
wUl And this arrangement of the Greek Ode eaemplMled 
in Weslfk translatien of Ptaidar, and te Giay'b Ptaidarie 
Odea. 
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Or, as becomes the brave, embrace 
The glorious toil, and spurn the ttonghts of peace 

I irill ; and over Alpine snov. 
Or savage Caucasus intrepid go ; 

Or follow, with undaunted bceast^ 15 

IHy dreadful warfare to the farthest west. 

Tou ask, what aid I can afford, 
A puny warrior ; novice to the sword ; 

Absence, my lord, increases fear; 
The danger lessens when the firiend is near; ao 

Thus, if the mother-bird forsake 
Her unfiedg'd young, she dreads the gliding snake, 

With deep^ agonies afiaid, 
Hot that her presence could afford them aid. 

VTith cheerful heart will I sustain, SS 

To purchase your esteem, this dread campaign : 

Not that my ploughs, with heavier toll. 
Or with a larger team, may turn my soil ; 

Kot that my flocks, when Slrlus rdgns, 
UBy browse the verdure of Lucania*s plains ; 3P 

Not that my villa shall extend 
To where the walls of Tosculum ascend. 

Thy bounty largely bath supplied. 
Even with a lavish hand, my utmost pride; 

Nor will I meanly wish for more, 35 

Tasteless in earth to hide the sordid store, 

Like an old miser in the play, * 
Or like a rake to squander it away. 



EPODE II. 

THE PBAISES OV A COONTR Y-LIFE. 

T 1KB fhe first mortals blest is he, 

-'-' From debts, and mortgages, and business free. 

With his own team who ploughs the soil, 
Which grateful once confett his father's toil. 

The sounds of war nor break Iris sleep, 5 

l<for the rough storm that harrows up the deep ; 

He shuns the courtier's haughty doors, 
And the loud sdence of the bar abjures. 

Sometimes his marriageable vines 
Around the lofty bridegroom elm he twines, 10 

Or lops the vagrant boughs away, 
IngTAfting better as the old decay ; 

Or in the lengthening vale surveys 
Hifl lowing herd safe-wandering as they graze ; 

Or careful stores the flowing gold 15 

Prest from the hive, or sheers his tender fold ; 

Or when with various fruits overspread 
The mellow autumn lifts his beauteous head, 
'*' His grafted pears or grapes that vie 
With the rich purple of the I^rian dye, 90 

Grateful he gatliers, and repays 
His guardiata gods on their own festal days. 



In flrif eoauneidal eoaBtry^eniBplet are act scarce of 
perMDBb who, like the to^ject of thif Epode, haviiy 
•pent most of their days in the aoqnlsition of wealth, UlTe 
in Taia tried the pleamret and employmenti of a covaatrj 
lik, and have hem gtU sgaia to rstwn to their former 
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Soni0th&68 beneath an andent shade, 
Or careless on the matted grass he's laid. 

While glide the monntsin streams along, 85 

And birds in forests chant their plaintive song ; 

Murmaring the locid fountain flows, ' 
And with its mnrmors courts him to repose. 

But when the rain and snows appear. 
And wintry Jove loud thunders o'er the year, 30 
' With hounds he drives, into the toils. 
The foaming boar, and triumphs in his spoils : 

Or for voracious thrushes lays 
His nets, and witii delusive baits betrays; 

Or artfol sets the springing snare, 35 

To catch the stranger crane, or timorous hare. 

Thus happy, who would stoop to prove 
The pains, the wrongs, and ipjuries of love ? 

But if a chaste and virtuous, wife 
Assist him in the tender cares of life, 40 

Of sun-burnt charms, but honest fame 
(Such as the Sabine, or Apulian dame) 

If, e'er her wearied spouse return. 
The sacred fire with good old timber bum ; 

Or if she milk her swelling kine, 45 

Or in Uieir folds his bappy flocks confine ; 

If unbought dainties crown their foas^ 
And luscious wines from this year's vintage prest ; 

Ko more shall curious oysters please. 
Or fish, the luzuiy of foreign seas» SO 

When eastern tempests, tfaanderlng o'er 
Hie wintry wave, shall drive them to our shore; 
Kor wild-fowl of delicious taste» 
> Z^rom distant climates brought Co Mown the flsast. 
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Shall e?er so grmtefiil prove to me, S5 

As olives g»Uier*d from th«r unctnoiu tree, 

Or herbs, ^«t love the fioveiy field. 
And cheerful health with pore digestion yield; 

Or iatling, on the fisstal day. 
Or kid just rescued from some beast of prey. 60 

Amid the feast how joys he to behold 
His welUted flocks homo hasting to their fold I 

Or see his labor'd oxen bow 
Their languid necks, «od drag th' inverted plough; 

At night his numerous slaves to view 66 

Hound his domestic gods their mhth pursue I 

Hie usurer spoke ; deternun*d to begin 
A country-life, he calls his money in. 

But, ere the moon was in her wane, 
Tbe wretch had put it out lo use again. 76 
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EPopE m. 

TO MACENAS. 

IF parricide ever, in horrors most dir«. 
With impious right hand shall stnuigle his tan. 
On garlick, than hemlock more rank, let him feed: 
O stomachs of movers to digest such a weed! 
What poison is this in my bosom so gloving? 5 
Have T swallowed the gore of a viper unknowing? 
Canidia perhaps hath handled the feast» 
And with witcheiy hellish the banquet hath drest* 
With this did Medea her lover besmear, 
Toung Jason, beyond all his Argonauts Air; 10 
The stench was so strong, that it tam'd to the yoke 
The brass-footed bulls breathing fire and smoke. 
On the gown of CreUsa its juiceB she shed. 
Then on her wing*d chaiiot in triumph she fled. 
Kot such the strong vapor, that bums up the plains. 
When the dog-star in anger triumphantly relgoa ; 
Kot the slurt of Alddes, that welUaboi'd soldier. 
With flames more envenom*dbum*dinto his shoulder. 

May the girl of your heart, if ever you tMte^ 
facetious Msooenas, so baleful a feast, 90 

Her hand o*er your kisses, O, may she bespread. 
And lie afar off on the stoek of the bed. 
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A S wolves and lanbs by nature disagree, 

So IB my hatred firm to thee; 
Tboa wretch, whose back with flagrant whips is toro; 

Whose legs with galling fetters worn ; 
Ho' wealth thy native insolence inflame, 5 

A scoundrel ever is the same. 
While you your twice three ells of gown display. 

And stalk along the sacred way, 
Obsenre the free-bom indignation rise, 

Mark 1 how they turn away their eyes : 10 
This wretch, they ciy, with public lashing flay*d, 

^11 even the beadle loath'd his trade, 
Kow ploughs his thousand acres of demesne. 
And wears the pavement with his train ; 
Kow on the foremost benches sita^ in spite iff 

Of Otho, an illustrious knight. 
From slaves and pirates to assert the main, 
ShaU Rome such mighty fleets maintain. 
And shall those fleets, that dreadful rule the sea,. 
A pirate and a slav| obey ? M 
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EPODEV. 

ON THE WITCH CANIDtA. 

*DUT oh, ye gods, whose awful swaj 
'^ Heaven, earth, and human kind obey. 
What can this hideous noise intend. 
On me what ghastly looks they bend ? 

If ever chaste Lucina heard 
Thy vows in hour of birth preierr'd ; 
Oh i by this robe's impurpled train. 
Its purple pride, alas,- how vain! 
By the unerring, wrath of Jove, 
Unerring shall his vengeance prove ; 
Why like a step-dame do you look. 
Or tygress fell by hunter struck i 

Thus, while his sacred robes they tear. 
The trembling boy prefers Ms prayer ; 
nien naked stands, with charms to move 
An impious Thradan witch to love. 
Canidia, crown'd with writhing snakes 
Dishevelfd, thus the silenee breaks: 
' Kow the magic fire prepare, 
' And from graves uprooted tear 
' Trees, whose horrors gloomy spread 
' Round the mansions of the dead ; 

* Bring the eggs> and plumi«* ibol 

* Of a midnight shriekiog owl ; 

' Be they weU besmear'd with blood 
' Of the blackcBt-Teoom'd toad& 
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' Bring the choicest drogs of Spain, 

" Frodace of the poisonous plain; 

' Then into the charm be thrown, 

' Snatch'd firom famish'd bitch, a bone ; SO 

* Burn them all with magic flame, 

' Kindled first hy Colchian dame.' 
TSTow Sagana, aronnd the cell 
Sprinkled her waters black firom bell ; 
Fierce as a porcupine, or boar, S5 

In fiightfiil wreaths her hair she wore. 

Veia, who never knew remorse, 
Uplifts the spade with fseble force. 
And breathless with the horrid toil, 
Deep^roaning breaks tiie guilty soil, 40 

Turns oat. the earth, and digs a grave 
In which the boy (as o'er the wave 
A lusty swimmer lifts his head) 
Chin-deep sinks downward to the dead. 
O'er dainties, chang'd twice thrice a*day, 45 

Slowly to gaae his life away. 
That the fdnil hags an amorous dose 
Of his parch'd marrow may compose. 
His marrow, and his liver dry'd, 
' The seat where wanton thoughts reside, 50 

When fix'd upon his fbod in vain, 
His ^e-balls irfn'd away with pain. 

Naples, for idleness renown'd, 
And all the villages around. 
Believe tiiat Folia shar'd their rights, 55 

She who in monstrous lusts delights, 
Whose voke the stars firom heaven can tear, 
And charm bright lAua from her ^here. 
K 



Here, with Wack tooth, 9Xkd U^d iaw». 
Her unpai'd thombf CanidU gwws, ft 

And into hideous acconts broke. 
In sounds, how direfiil! tlins she spoke : 

Ye powers of darkness and of heU, 
Propitious to the magic speU, 
Who rule in sUcnce o'er the night, » 

While we perform the mystic rite. 
Be present now, your horrors shed. 
In hallow'd vengeance, on his head- 
Beneath the foreslfs gloomy shade. 
While beasts in slumbers sweet are laid, 10 

Give me the ledier, old and lewd, 

By barking village-curs pufsu'd, 

Espos*d to laughter, let him shine 

In essence— ehl that once was mine. 

What! do ray strongest potions fhil, P 

Or than Medea*s less prevail ? 

For the fur harlot, proud of heart, 

I>eep felt the vengeance of her art; 

Her gown, with powerful poisona dy'd. 

In flames enwrappM the guilty bride. » 

But every root ^nd herb I know. 

And on what steepy depths they grom ; 

And yet, with essence round Mm shad. 

He sleeps in some bold harlotfs bed. 

Or walks at large, nor fbinka of me, 85 

By some more mighty witch set free. 
But soon the wretch my wrath shall proir^ 

By spells unwonted Unght to lore, 

Kor shall even Marsian charms have power* 

Tby peaces O Varus, to restore. 9 



111 fiU, to bend thy haughty soul, 

With stronger drugs a larger bowl. 

Sooner the seas to heaven sl^l rise. 

And earth spring upwards to the skies. 

Hum yoQ not hum in fierce desire, 95 

As melts this pitch in smoky fire. 
The boy, with lenient words no more, 

Kow strives their- pity ta implore ; 

With rage yet donbtlol wtett to speak. 

Forth from his lipe these curses break—- 109 

Your spells may jight and vrong remove. 

But ne'er sl^aU dMsge the wsath of Jetve ; 

For while I cursor the. direfiil deed. 

In vain shftU all ytmc- victims bleed. 

Soon as tfaiai>mortel spirit dies, IQg 

A midnight fury iriU I fiso : 

Then shaU my ghost, tho' foim'd of air. 

Tour cheeks with imoked tatois.tear. 

Unceasing on your entrails pr^, 

And fright the thoughts ojf sleep away; lio 

9ach horrors shall the ^oUly know. 

Such is the power of gods below. ^ 

Ye filthy hags, with shqvers of stones 
The vengeful crotrd shall etush your bones; 
Then beasts of prey, and birds of air, 115 

ShaU your unburied members tear, ' 
And, while they weep their ftvorite boy. 
My parents shall the vengeful sight ei^oy. 
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EPODE VI. 
TO CA8SIU8 8ETERUS. 



W^ 



^HY dost thou, fetrfol to provoke 
The wolf, attMk offiuicelest folk^ 
Turn hither, if you dare, your ipite. 
And bark at me, prepared to bite. 
For like a hoaad or mastiff ke«n. 
That guards the shepherd's flecky green. 
With ears erect, end eager haste. 
Thro* snows I drive «ach ravening beast; 
But yon, when with your hideoos yeiUng 
You fill the grove, at ervsts are smelling. 

Beware, beware! for, sharp as spurs, 
I lift my horns to bott at ears; 
Fierce as Archilocfaas I glow ; 
lake Hipponax, a deadly foe. 
If any mungrel shall- assail 
My character with tooth and nail ; 
What ! Uke a tmant boy, shall I 
Do nothing in reveng««^nit cry? 
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EPODE YII. 

TO THE SOMAK PBOPLE. 

^HIXHER, Ohr wMOmt do ye madly nm. 

The sfford nnoheath^d wid impious war begun? 
Hm then too Uttle of the lAtian blood 
Been pour'd on eertb, or miz'd vith Heptanes flood? 

Tib not that Bomans with avenging flame 
Might bom the rival of the Roman name, g 

Or Britons, yet unbroken to onr war. 
In chains should follow our triOOiphal car. 
But that the Parthian shoold his vows enjoy, . 
And Borneo with imp&oos hand, herself destroy. 
' The rage of wolves and lions is confin'd; • 10- 
Tbvy never prey but on a different kind. 
Answer, from madness rise these horrors dire. 
Does angiy Fate, or guilt yoor souls inspire? 
ffilent th^ stand; with stupid wonder gaae, 
While the pale cheek their inward guilt betrays. 15 
'TIS 80-The Fates have cnielly decreed, 
^Rttt Rome for ancient firatricide mast bleed; 
The brothel's Mood, which stain'd onr jising walla, 
^ his descen d ants lovd for vengeance cells. 
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EfODXiX. 

TO MifcCBMAt. 

TT^HBN shall ire quaff, my fHeDd,theflowiiif wiM, 
^ Reserved fbr pibus feBSts> and joys divine f 
Caesar with coiMiQest eomes* and gracioas Jove, 
Who gave that M&qnest, shall oar joys approve: 
Then bid the breath of harmony insplie 5 

The Doric flute, and waiie «he Ftatygian lyre; 
As late vrhen the Neptnnlon youth, trtio apotu'd 
A mortal birth, bSKeld his navy b«m*d. 
And Aed aSKghted thro' his fttthePs waves. 
With his perfidious host; his host of.alnves, M- 
Freed from those chaias,wiUi vrhich his rage design'd. 
Impious I the freebom sons of Rome to bind. - 

The Roman troops {Ohl be the tale defiy'd 
By future times) enslnv'd to woman's piide. 
And to • wither'd eunuch's will severe 15 

Basely subdu'd, the toOs of war eould beir. 
Amidst the Roman eagles Sol surv^d, 
O shame 1 tfa' JSgyptinn canopy disp}ay*d; 
When twice a thonsnnd Oenb alo«a proolatan, 
Indignant ^ the sight, great CsMai^t mmiii m 
And a brave fleet, by just resentment led, 
Tum'd thdr broad prows, and to our havens fled. 

Come, god of triumplis, bring the golden car. 
The untam'd heifers, and the spoils of war ; 
For he, whose viitne rais'd his awftd tomb £S 
O'er roin'd Cartbago, ne'er retnm'd to Rome 



80 great sad glorious, nor could I^rlriA's field 
To tbee, O triomphy such a leader yield. 

Funu'd bj land and iea» the TaaqnMh'd foe 
Hath changed his purple for the garb of woe ; JKi 
With winds, no mere his own ; with sbatter'd fleet. 
He seeks the far-fam'd hundred towns of Crete; 
Td teiapestpbeaten I^bui speeds Ifis wag^, 
Or drives a vagrant thro* th' nneertaia sea. 

Boy, bring ns larger bowls, and IIU them nmxA^ 
With Chian, or the Lesbian vintage crown'd, all 
Or licfa GsBcoUan, whieh magr best restrain 
These sickening qiialms> end fortify the bnin* 
TV inspiring Jnice Aall the gaj banquet wuu^ 
Kor GsBstt't daoaer shall our fotfi alacn. 40 



2PODEX. 

TO.MJEYIUS. 

'^HEN ^tby Ifovins hoists the spresdiaf sail, 

Each luckless omen shall prevail. 
Te southern iHnds, invert the foamy tides, 
' And bang his laboring vesseFs sides ; - 
Let Enms rouse the main with blackening roar, 5 

Crack every cable, every oar. . 
May northern storms rise dreadful o'er the floods. 

As when they break the .mountain-woods* . 
And while Orion sets in waf ly light. 

Let not a star shine thro* the night. 10 

Mayst thott no kinder winds, O Masvius, meet;, 

Than the victorioas Grecian fleet. 
When Pallas turn'd her rage from min'd Troy, 

The impious Ajax to destroy.' 
With streams of sweat the toiling sailor glows, 15 

* Thy iace a muddy paleness shows. 
Nor shall thy vile unmanly wailings move 

The pity of avenging Jove : 
While watery winds the bellowing ocean shake, 

I see thy luckless vessel break, 10 

But if thy carcass reach the winding shore. 

And birds the pamper'd prey devour, 
A lamb and lustful goat shall thank the stona. 

And I the sacrifice perform. 



EPPDB XI. 
TO PETTIU8. 

CINCE cruel love, O Pettios, pierc'd my heart, 
*^ How have I lost tny once-lov'd Jjric art? 
Thrice 4iave the woods their leafy honor movnfd, 
Sme for Inachia's beauties Horace buro'd. ' 
How was I then (for I confoss my shame) 5 

Of every idle tale the laughing theme ^ 
Oh ! that I ne'er had known the jovial Asast, 
Where the deep sigh that rends the laboring breast. 
Where languor, and a gentle silence shows, 
To every furious eye, the lover's woeso 10 

Pettios, how often o'er the flowing bowl. 
When the gay Ihioor warroM my opening sonl, - 
When Bacchus, joidal god, no more restrain'd 
The modest secret, how have I comphtin'd, 
That wealthy blockheads, in a female's eyes» 15 
From a poor poefs genius bear the priae? 
Bat if a generous ivge my breast should warn,* 
I swore— no vain amusements e'er shall ebarm 
My aching wounds. Te vagrant winds, receive 
The sighs, that soothe the pains they ahould relievfl ; 
9ere shall my shame of being conqner'^d end, SO 
Kor with such rivals will I more contend. 

When thus, with solemn air, I vaunting said, 
Inspir'd by thy advice I homeward sped. 
But ah ! my feet in wonted wanderings stray, flft 
And to no friendly doors my steps betray. 
There I fbrgot my vows, forget my^pride, - 
And 'at her threshold lay my tortur'd side. 
K2 
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EFODE Xlri. 

TO A FRIEND. 

CEE vhat horrid tempests rise, 

And contract the clouded skies ; 
Sdovs and showers fill the air, 
And bring down the atmosphere. 
Hark! what tempests sweep the floods! i 

How they shake the rattling woods 1 

Let us, while it^s in our power. 
Let us seize the fleeting hour ; 
While our cheeks are fresh and gay« 
Let us drive old age away, 10 

Let us smoothe its gather'd brows, 
Tottth its hour of mirth allows. . 

Bring us down the mellow'd ^ine, 
Bich in yvars, that equal mine; 
Prithee talk no more of sorrow, 15 

To the gods belong to-morrow, - 
And, perhaps, with gracious power, 
Thtj may change the gloomy hour. 
Let the richest essence shed 
Bastem odors on your head, ' fO 

While the soft PyUenian lyre 
Shall SFour laboring breast inspire. 

To his pupil, bmve and young, ' 
Thus the noble Centaur sung; 
Matchlesa mortal I tho* 'tis tiUne, £5 

Proud to boast a birth dirine. 
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Tet ibe Iwnks, irith cooling waTM 

Vhich the smooth Scamaoder laves ; 

And where Simois with pride 

Roof her rolls his rapid tide, 90 

Destio'd by unerring Fate, 

Shall the sea-bora hero wait. 

Diere the sisters, fated boy. 

Shall thy tiiread of life destroy, 

ITor shall amre Thetis more S5 

Waft thee to thy natal shor^ ; 

Then let joy and mirth be thine. 

Mirthful songs, and joyous wine. 

And with converse blithe and gay. 

Drive all gloomy cares away. 10 
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EPODE XV. 

TO NEARA. 

rtLEAR was tlic night, the ftice of bewren wnofit 
^ Bright shone the moon amidst her rtany traia. 
When round my neck as curl^ the tendril>vine— 
(Loose are its curlings, if compur'd to thine) 
Twas then, insulting- eveiy heavenly power, 5 
That, as I dictated, you boldly swore; 
While the gaunt wolf pursues thelxembUng sheep; 
While fierce Orion harrows up the deep; 
WhUe Phoebus* locks float wanton ia the wind. 
Thus shall Nesera prove, thus ever kind. , 10 

^ut, if with aught of man was Horace born. 
Severely shalt thou feel his honest scorn. 
Nor shall he tamely bear the bold delight. 
With which his rival riots out the night. 
But in his anger seek some kinder dame, 15 

Warm with the raptures of a mutual flame. 
Nor shall thy rage, thy grief, or angry charms 
Recall the lover to thy faithless arms. 
And thou, whoe'er thou art, who joy to shine, 
Proudas thou art, in spoils, which once were mine, 90 
Tho' wide thy land extends, and large thy fold« 
Tho' rivers roll for thee their purest gold, 
Iho' nature's wisdom in her works were thine. 
And beauties of the human face divine. 
Yet soon thy pride her wandering love shall rnoom. 
While I shall langh» exulthag in my tom. tf 
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BFODBXVL 

TO THE ROMANS. 

T^ endleM eivU war^ th' iinperiai »Ute 
'*' By her 9wu streaftb predpiUtes her fate* 
Ifhat neichboiiriiit natioiis, fiercely leagu'd in uvu, 
"What Ponena, witb iaaoleAt alaniis 
Threat^miif her tyraat mooartb to lestore ; 5 
What ^lartacas, and Capua's rival power ; 
yrhat <Hul» tamvituotts aod devoid of tmtb, 
Aad fierce Germama, witb her blue-eyed yoath ; 
"What Haniubftl, on whose aocuned head 
Our sires their deepest inprecatioiis shed, 10 

In vain attempted to her awful state. 
Shall we, a bioed-devoted race, complete ? 
Afain shall savage beasts these bills possess? 
And fell barbarians, wanton with success. 
Scatter our citgr's flaming ruins wide, 15 

Or thro' her streets in vengeful triumph ride. 
And her great fi>onder's hallow*d ashes spurn. 
That sleep uniigur'd in their sacred nm i 

But some, perhaps, to shun tb« risiag shame 
(Which Heaven approve) would try some hi^er 
scheme. 9^ 

As the PhocsBaas oft for freedom Ued» 
At length, with imprecated coraes, fled» 
And left to bean and wolves the satred fan^ 
An4 aU theirsbdttsehold gods, bdoi'd in vain, 
So let HI fly, as far as earth tttands, t$. 

Or where the vagrant wind our voyage bends. 



Shill this, or shall some better scheme profiO? 
"Why do we stop to hobt the willing saU f 
Bot let us swear, when floating rocks tfaall gaii^ 
Rais'd from the deep, the soriace of the mam; 90 
When lowly Po the noimtam-sammK laveo. 
And Apennine shall plange beneath the waves: 
When nature's monsters meet ia strange deUfh^ 
And the Ml tygntB shall with stags unite ; 
When the fierce kite shall woo the willing dove, V 
And win the wanton with adulterous lovo; 
When herds on brindled lions fearless gaie, 
And the smooth goat exults in briny seas, 
Then, and then only, to the tempting gal^ 
To spread repentant the retomiag sail. «> 

Bat to cut off our hopes, those hopes that charm 
Our fondness home, let us with cones arm 
These high resolves. Tims let the brave aad wise^ 
Whose soiils above th* inBocile vulgar rise; 
And let the crowd, who dare not hope success^ 4S 
Inglorious, these ilk>Bien*d seats possess. 

But ye, whom virtue warms, indulge no more 
These female phdnts, but quit this fated shore; 
For earth-surrounding sea our flight awidls. 
Offering its blissful isles, and happy seats, 50 

Where aano^ Ceres crowns th' nncu]tnr*d field. 
And vines unprunM their Uusbifig dnsten yldd; 
Where oUves, faithful to their season, «raw. 
And figs with naturtt's deepest purple glow. 
From hoUow oaks where honeyd streams dista^SS 
And bounds with noisy foot the pebbled rill ; 
Where goato untonght fbnake the llowefy valOr 
And bring their swelltng fidden to the paili 
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Kor evening bean the sheep-fold growl aroandt 
Vor minilDg vipers heave the tainted grooAd; 60 
Kor watei7 Euras dduges the plain, 
17or heats excessive burn the springing grain. 

Kot Argo thither tar aM her anned head ; 
Medea there no magic poison spread; 
Ko merchants thither plough the pathless nain*^ 
For gaUty commerce, and a thirst of gain ; 
Kor wise Ulysses, and his wandering bands, 
Vicions, tho' brave, e'er knew these happy lands. 
O'er the glad flocks no foul contagion spreads, 
Kor summer sun his burning influence sheds. 70 

Pure and uamix'd the world's first ages roU'd, 
But soooras brass had stain'd the flowing gold. 
To iron hardened by succeeding crimes, 
^ove for the just preserv'd tiiese happy climes, 
To which the gods this pious race invite, 75 

And bid me, raptured baid, direct their flight. 
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, EPODE XVII, 
TO CANI.DIA. 

QAVmiA, to tiiy matohlem art, 

Vaaqni^h'd I yield m Mpj^liaikt heart ; 
But oh! Iqr h«U> extended plaiaa, 
Where Plttto*fl gloomy contort reigns; 
By bright Biana'a ▼eagefn! rage, 
Which pn^en» nor hecatombs assuage. 
And by the books, of power to call 
The charmed stars, and bid them fall, 
No more pronounce the aaered scroll. 
But back the magic circle roll. 

Even stern Achilles could forgive • 
The Mysian king, and bid him live, 
Tho' proud he ranged the ranks ef fight. 
And hurl'd the spear with daring might. 
Thus, when the murderous Hector lay 
Condemned to dogs, and birds of pr^, 
Tet when his royal father kneel'd, 
The fierce Achilles knew to yield. 
And Troy's unhappy matrons paid 
Their sorrows to their Hector's shade. 

Ulysses' friends, in labors try'd. 
So Circe will'd, threw ofP their hide, 
Assum'd the human form divine, 
And dropp'd the voice and sense of swine. 

O thou, whom tan, and merdiants love. 
Too deep thy vengeful rage I prove. 
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Redtttfd, ilM I to »Wn Mid bone* 
My vigor fled, my colour gon©. • 
Thy fragrant odora on my hood 
More than the snows of age biwe ihad. 
Day% presa on nighta, and nighta on daya, 
Yet never bring en honr of ease, 
WhUe gaaping in the pangs of death, 
I stretch my l«n<« "> '•» ^' breath. 

Thy charms h*»e power Cta now conl^) 
To split the head, and tear the breast. 
What wonld you more, all^harming dame ? 
seas, and earth I thb scorching flame! 
Not such the fire Alcidcs bore. 
When the black-venom'd shirt he wore: 
Nor such the flames, that to the skies 
From -Etna's burning entrails rise ; 
And yet, thou shop of poisons dire. 
You glow irith unrelenting Are, 
Till by the rapid heat caldn'd. 
Vagrant I drive before the wind. 

How long—? What ransom shall I pay ? 
Speak— I the stern command obey. 
To ezpiatte the guilty deed, 
Say shaU an hundred buUocks bleed f 
Or shaU I to the lying string 
Thy fiune and spotless virtue shig? 
Teach thee, a golden star, to rise. 
And deathless walk the spangled skies f 

When Helen's virtue was defam'd. 
Her brothers, tho' With rage enflam'd. 
Yet to the bard his eyes restored. 
When suppliant he their grace implored. 
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OhI calm tius nuidMM of mf btftUi» 
For yoo caa heal tiib rafinff jpma* 
ToB never knew tlie4itfft cf shaae^ 
JTur hy thy luuid, altskilfiil dame. 
The poor maa'a ashes are nptum'd, 
Tbo' tfaoy be tfarioo thtee dajra iB«ni*d. 
niy bosom's botinteoiis and homane, 
Thj haad from blood and muder doaa; 
And wlfh • blooodiit race af boy% 
Lttdoft crowai thy motii«Noy«* 



EPOBB8. Sl< 



CANIDSA'8 ANSWSa. 

T'LL hear no motb. Tfajr ptkyws are irain. 

-'- Not rocks, sndd tM mitktry main. 

Less heed the shipwredc'd saUdi's cries, 

When Keptune Uds the tempest rise. 

Shall yoQ Cotyttia*s feasts deride, 5 

Tet safely triamph in thy pride f 

Or impioDS, to the glare of day 

The sacred joys of love hetray ? 

Or fill the city with my name. 

And pontiffJike our rites defame i 10 

Did I with wealth in vain enrich. 

Of potent spells each charming wltdi. 

Or mix the speedy drags in vain { 

Ko— tiiro* a lingering length of pain, 

Helactant shalt thoo drag thy days, 15 

While eveiy hour new pangs shall raise. 

Oa^ng on the d^odve feast. 
Which charms hte eye, yet flies his taste, 
Perfidioas Tkntalns implores. 
For rest, for rest, the vengefhl powers ; M 

Prometheus, while the vultur preys 
Upon his liver, longs for ease ; 
And SHsiphus, with many a groan, 
Uprolls, with ceaseless toil, his stone* 
To fix it on the top^iost hill, 85 

In vain, for Jove's aU*niling will 
ForiMds. When thus in hlaek despair 
Down fiom some castle^ high in air. 
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Toa seek an headlong fate below, 
- Or try the daggei's pointed blow, 
Or if the left«arHl knot you tfo, 
Tet death your vain attempts shall fly; 
Then on your shoulders will I ride* 
And earth shall shake beneath my pride. 

Could I with life an image warm 
(lo^rtinent, you saw the charm) 
Or tear down Luna from her skies. 
Or bid the dead, tho' bnrn'd, arise. 
Or mix the draught inspiring love, 
And shall my art on thee soccesslfiss prove ? 
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SECU1LAR POEM. 



SECULAR POEM. 



THE pOET TO THE PEOPLE. 

STXSJy off, ye vulgar, aor prof«M, 
With bold, anbaUoVd soiuxb, ttiis tetal imm: 
In hymns inspir'd, l>y tretij diving 
I priest of the melodioiw Kine^ 
To youths and 'orgint sing tlie OBiystic straia. 9 



Though I did not fUnk mjmU Jortiflad In Ada aMan 
to change Hm anangcmmt of the Sacol^ Ode, irUeh 
nands adopted from Sanadon, I nrast my, there appeal* 
to be no other groond for such amngemeii^ than the 
eecentric ftmcy of the Ercnch critie. > 

suMd ^, te.] This theuM be the, lit aboplM of «eek 
UiOdel. 
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TO THE CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS. 

"pHCEBUS taagbt me how to sing, 
^ How to tone the vocal string; 
Plivbas made me know^ to fame. 
Honored with a poet^s name.' 

IToble youtiis, and virgins fair, 5 

Chaste Diana*s guardian care, 
(Goddess, whose unerring dart ^ . 

Stops the lyns or flying hart) 
Itark the Lesbian measures well, 
Where they fiill> and where ihey swell ; 10 

And in various cadence sing. 
As I starike the changing string. 
' To ttie Ood who gilds the skles» 
Let the solemn numbers rise ; 
Solemn sing the queen of night, 15 

•And her creseentfs beading light, 
Which adown the frnitlul year 
^oUs the months in prone career. 

Soon upon her bridal day, 
^QB the joyful maid shall say, . • SO 

When the great revolving year. 
Bade the festal morn appear. 
High the votel hynm I rais'd. 
And the listening gods w;ere pleas*d; 
All the vocal hymn divine, ^ 85 

Horace, tuneful bard, was fhiae. 

Iliis and Oe aezt diiMon dKwkl be Book Ir. Ode & 
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tint C0n€*rt. 
HTMH TO APOLLO. 

CHORDS OF TOOTHS AND TntGDIS. 

rpITTOS* -with' impious Inat intiwr'd* 
^ Bj chaste Latona*» beauties fii'd. 

Thy wrath, O Phoebus, ti^d j 
And Niobe, of tongue profime* 
Deplor'd her oumerous offspring slain, 5 

.Sad victims of their mother's pride. 

Achilles too, the son of &me, 

Tlio* sprung from Thetis, sea4>orn dame« 

And first of men in fight. 
The' warring with tremendous spear 10 

H« shook the Trojan towers with fear, • ■ 

Yet bow*d to thy si^eiior might; 

The cypress, when bj storms impeird, 
Or pine, bj biting axes fisll'd, 

liow bends the towering head ; 15 

So falling on th* ensanguin'd plain. 
By your unerring arrow slain, 

'His mighty bulk the hero spread. 

He would not Priam's heedless oonr^ 

Pissolv'd in wine, and festal sport, M 

With midnight art surprise 
But bravely bold, of open force, 
Would proudly scorn Minerva's borte^ 
And all its holy cheat despise : 
L 



ftS SECULAR POEM. 

Then armM, alas J with horrors dire, t5 

TiTide-wastins with resistless ire, 

Into the flame* had thrown 
Infants, upon whose faultering tongue 
Their words in fortnlese accents hung. 

Even those to light and life unknown t 30 

But charmM by beauty's queen and thee. 
The sire of gods, with just decree 

Assenting, Shook the skies ; 
That Troy should change th' imperial seat, 
And guided by a better fate, 35 

Glorious in distant realms should rise. 

Ob ! may the god, who could inspire 
With living sounds the Gredan lyre ; 

In Xanthus' lucid stream 
Who joys to bathe his flowing hair, 40 

Kow make the Latian Muse his care. 
And powerful guard her rising itune. 
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CHORU6 OF YOirrHA. 
"Y^ viiliiUf sing DiaM^c pniM. 

CHORUS OF VIRGINfl* 
Te bosrs, let youthful Phoebus crown your lays. 

THB TWO CHOIRS. 
Together let us raise the voice 

To. her, beloVd by Jove supreme ; 

I<et fiUr LAtooa be the theme, 5 

Oar tuneful theme, his beauteous choice. 

CHORUS OF rovrHs. 
Te virgins, sing Diana's fome. 
Who bathes delighted in the limind stream ; 
Dark Srymanthua' awful groves. 
The woods, that Algidus o*erspread, 10 

Or wave on Cragus* verdant head. 
Joyous th' immortal huntress loves. 

CHORUS OF VIROINS. 
Ye boys, with equal honor sing 
Fair Tempo cloth'd with ever-blooming spring ; 
Then hail the Delian birth divine, 15 

IK^oae shoulders, beaming heavenly fire, 
Orac*d with his brother's warbling lyr^ 
And with the golden quiver shine. 

TUs aboild be Ode nl. Boek i. 



Imo sbcvlau posh. 

CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND YIRGINB. 
ICotM hj the Mlemn voice of prayer. 
They both sball make imperial Rome their care, ] 
And gracioos torn the direfbl woes 
Of femiae and of weeping war 
From Rome, from sacred Cssar far. 
And poor them on our British foes. 
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TO APOLLO AMD DUHA. 

CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIROIIfS. 
'yOTE radiant glories of the skiM, 
£<ver-beaming god of li^t, 
Sweetly-sbining queen of night, 
Beneath whose wntb the wood>boni SMag e diet ; 
Te powers, to whom with ceaseless praise 5 
A grateful world its homage pays. 
Let our prayer, our prayer be heard, 
Vow in this solemn hour preferred, 
"When by the Sibyrs dread command. 
Of spotless maids a chosen train, 10 

Of spotless youths a chosen band. 
To all our guardian gods uplift the hallow*d strain. 
CHORUS OP YOUTHS. 
Fur sun, who with unchaoging beam 
Rising another, and the same. 
Canst from tby beamy car unfold 15 

The glorious day. 
Or hide it in thy setting ray. 
Of light and life immortal source, 
May*st thou, in all thy radiant coarse, 
nothing more great than seven-hill'd Rome behold. 

CHORUS OF VIRGINS. 
Ooddess of the natal hour, ti 

Or if other name more dear, 
PrOpiUous power. 
Can charm your ear. 
Our pregnant matrons gracioos hear : 25 

This to flie end is (he whole of what Is properly the 
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Wifch lenient hand their pangs compdse. 

Heal their agonising throes ; 
Give the HMiarag birtb to light. 
And with eveiy genial gnu:^ 
Prolific of an endless race, SP 

Oh ! crown our marriagerUwa^ and bless the nuptial 
rite; 

CR0R09 OF YOVniS AND VIRGINS. 

That when the circling years complete 
Again tliis awful season bring, 
Thrice with tlie revolving light. 
Thrice beneath the shades of nigh^ 35 

In countless bands our youthful choirs may slnff 
Hiese festal hymns, these pious games repeat. 

Ye Fates, from whom unerring flows 

The word of truth; whos« firm decree 
Its stated boands, and order knows* 40 

Wide-spreading thro* etenuly* 
With guardian care around us wait. 
And with successive glories crown the state. 

Let earth her various fruitage yield. 

Her liiing verdure spread, "^ 45 

And form, amid the waving field, 
A sheaiy crown for Ceres' head ; 
Fall genial showers, and o'er our fleecy care 
May Jove indulgent breathe his purest air. 

CHORUS OF YOUTHS. 
Phoebus, whose kindly beams impart SO 

Health and gladness to the heart. 
While in its quiver lies the pestilential dvtt 
Thy youthful suppliants hear : 
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CHORUS OF YIBOnS. 
Qaeen of the stare, who jnV^t tiie nig^t 
In horned ro^)et(7 of light, 55 

Bfcnd to thy virgins a profri^ons ear. 

CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS. 
If, ye gods, the R<Mnan state 

Was form'd by your iimaorUl pow«r, 
Or if, to ebange th* imperial scat, 

And other deities adore, flO 

Beneath yoar guidance the Dardanian host 
Foai'd forth their legions on the Tuscanv coast ; 

For whom JEneas, thro' the fire. 
In which he saw his Troy expire, 
A passage openM to* an happier dime, 65 

Where they might nobler triumphs gain. 
And, to never<ending time. 

With boundless empire reign. 

Te gods, inform our docile youth 
With early principles of truth ; 70 

Ye gods, Indulge Uie waning days 
Of silver'd age with placid ease, 
And grant to Rome an endless race, 
Treaaure immense, and eveiy sacred grace. 

The prince, who owes to beauty's queen his birtB^ 75 
Who bids the snowy victim's blood -^ 

Four forth to-day its purple flood. 

Oh! may he glorious nile the conquer'd earth; 
But yefe a milder glory show 

^ In mer^ to the prostrate fi>«. 80 
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Abcftdy the fierce Mede his arms reveres^ 
IVhich wide extend th* imperial sway. 
And bid th* unvilUng worid.obey; 
The haughty Indian owns ht» fean. 
And Scythians, doubtful of their doom. 
Await the dread resolves of Rome. 



Faith, honor, peace, celestial maid. 
And modest3^, in ancient guise array'd. 
And virtue (with uahallow'd scorn ^ ^ 

Too long neglected) now appear, 90 

While plenty fills her bounteous horn, 
. And poun her blessings o'er the various year. 

CHORUS OF YOUTHS. 
If the prophetic power divine, 
Fam'd for the golclen bow, and quiver'd dart. 

Who knows to charm the listening Nine, 95 

And feeble mortals raise with healing art ; 
If he with gracious eye survey the lowers. 
Where Rome his deity adores, 
O ! let each era still presage 
Increase of happiness from age to age ; 100 

CHORUS OF VIRGINS. 
Oh ! may Diana, on these favorite hills 
Whose difiusive presence filU 
Her haUow'd iane, 
Propitious deign. 
Our holy priests to bear, 105 

And to our youth ihdioe her wtUiiw Mr. 
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CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS. 
Ix> ! we the choseot youthfol choir, 
Taacbt with hannoniouB voice to raise 
Apollo's and Diana's praise. 
In fail and certain hope retire, 110 

Thsit all th' assembled gods, and soverdgn Jove 
These pious vows, these choral hymns approve. 
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BOOK I. 



SATIRES, 

BOOK U 

SATIRE I. 
TO MACEWAS. 

WHEHCB dDM ltt^Uig,th«tnoi»«ooteoted M»« 
With tiM ftAr tot, wbirii pradcat reason sfiwm, 
or cbaiMM praMntt; yet all wifli ea»y »tow 
The schamea, that others rarioudy purraa? 

Brokea with toils, witfa pouderona arms opprest. 
The soldier thinks the iiierekaat solely blest. i 
la opposite extreme ; w'heti tempests rise, 
War Is a better choice, the merchant cries; 
The battle joins, and in a anomenfs flight. 
Death, or a joyful conquest, ends the fight. 10 

When early clients thunder at his gate. 
The barrister applauds the rustic's fate. 
While, by subpoenas dragged from home, the clowB 
Thinks the supremely happy dwell in town. 

Bat every various instance to repeat 15 

Would tiffl even Fabiua, of incessant prat*. 
Wot to be tedious, mark the moral ahn 
Of these examples— should some god proclaim^ 

Wkf the first two Books of these Etbk: Epistles an callfi 
Satires, and tbe two last Epistlas, doea not seen imj 
obvious. 

Dacier remarjis that the first of tba Odes, £po4e% 
Sstirest and EpisUes, are aU iOKribad to Macenss. Thf 
sotyect of tbit Satire resembles tbat of tbe fifit Ode. 
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** Tour pn^enareheard ; yon, soldier, to your sew; 
" Tou» Uwyerp take that envied rustic's ease: flo 
«* Each to his several part.— What! hal not move 
** Even to the bliss yott wtoh'd r And shall not Jove, 
With cheeks enilaraM, and angry brow, forswear 
His weak indulgence' to their future prayer ? 

But not to treat my sul^ect as in jest, i^ 

(Tet may not truth in laughing guise be drest. 
As masters fondly soothe their boys to read 
With cakes and sweetmeats) let us now proceed : 
With graver air our serious theme pursue, 
And yet preserve our moral full in view. So 

Who turns the soil, and o'er the ploughshare bends ; 
He, who adiiUertites the laws and vends ; 
The soldier, and th' adventurers of the matn^ 
Tro&ss their various labors they sustain, 
A decent competence for age to raise, 35 

And then retire to indolence and ease. 

HISEB. 
For thus the little ant (to human lore 
Ko mean exampiej forms her frugal store, 
OatherM, with mighty toils, on every side, 
Kor ignorant, nor careless to provide 40 

For future want— ~ 

Miter.} I do not approve the throwing these Episties 
into the form of a dialogue, though I do not chuse to 
alter it: ilic Poet only starts the dtfection himself, and 
tbea answers it. On the same principle half the Seimoas 
that are delivered from the pulpit might be printed as 
dialogues. Many of Pope's Epistles aie thrown into dla* 
logue, in the later editions. The dialogue, as it Is called 
In Wartmrton's edition, between Pope and Lord Batfaurst, 
Pope himself. In a letter to Swift, (Feb. i«, 17»9) calls 
first an Epistle, and then a Letter to Loid Bathurst 

Ver. S7. f>fr thu the Rttle anr.] It is now well known 
ftat the gemrally received opinien of the ant's provident 
care is founded on error. 
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HORACiS. 

^Tet ivhen the stars appear, 

That darkly sadden the deciining year, 

Ko more she comes abroad, bat wisely lives 

On the fiBdr store, iadustrious summer gives. 

For thee, nor summer's heat, nor winter's *old, 4S 

Fire, sea, nor sword, stop thy pursuit of gold; 

Kothiog can break th' adventurous, bold design, 

So none possess a larger sum than thine. 

But, prithee, whence the pleasure, thus by stealth. 

Deep in the earth to hide thy weight of wealth? JK) 



One fiturthing lessen'd, you the mass ledoee. 

HORACE. 
And if not lessened, whence can rise its use ? 
^What tho^ a thousand acres yield thee grain ? 
Vo more than mine thy stomach can contain. 
The slave, who bears the load of bread, shall eat 55 
]7o more than he, who never felt the weight. 
Or say, what difiterence, if we live confin'd 
"^l^thin the bounds by nature'^s laws assigned, 
"Whether a thousand acres of demesne. 
Or one poor hundred, yield sufficient gnun ? 60 



Oh ! but 'tis sweet to take from larger hoards. 

HORACE. 
Tet, if my little heap as much affords* 
Why shall your granaries be valued more , , 
Than my small hampers ^th their frugal steftt ? 

Ton want a cask of water, or would fill C6 

Am ample gobtot ; whence the froward wiU 
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To choose a mighty river's rapid coarse, 
Before this little fountain's lenient source? 
But mark his fate, insatiate who desires 
Deeper to drink, than nature's thirst requires; 70 
With its torn banks the torrent bears away 
Tb* intemperate wretch ; while he, who would allay 
With healthy draughts bis thirst, shall drink secure^ 
Fearless of death, and quaff his water pure. 

Some, self-deceiv'd, who think their lust of gold 
Is but a love of Atme, this maxim hold, 7S 

Ko fortune's Urge enough, since others rate 
Onr worth proportioned to a large estete. 
Say, for their cure what art* would you employ f 
Let them bd wretched, and tkeir dMiee mUey* W 

At Athens liv'd a wight, in days of yore, 
Tho* miserably rich, yet fond of more. 
But of intrepid spirit to despise 
Th' abusive crowd, let them hiss on, he cries. 
While, in my own opinion fully blest, 9$ 

1 count my money, and ei^oy my chest 

Burning with thirst, when Tantalus would qvmff 
The flying waters— Wherefore do you laugh ? 
Change but the name, of thee the tale is told. 
With open mouth when dosing o'er your gold; 90 
On every side the nomerous b^^ are pil'd» 
Whose hallowed storea «MSt never be defil'd 
To butaao mm; while yov UvmptimA gaa^ 
As if, like pictures, thty were form'd to please. 

Would you the real use of riches know? gH 

Bread, herbs and wine are all t^ey can bestow. 
Or add, what nature's deepest wants supplies ; 
Thei^^flhd no more, thy mass of money bays. 
But, with contlttdal watchlfig almost dead, 
House4fN«kiiigCbiievM,aadittidn%htflres todftid. 
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Or tjh« soipected slave's untimely flight 101 

With the dear pelf. If this be thy delight. 
Be it my fate, so heaven in bounty pleasey 
Still to be poor of blessings such as these* 

MISER. 
If, 1^ a cold some painful illness bred, 109 

Or other chance confine you to your bed. 
Tour wealth shall purchase some good-natnr'd friend 
Tour cordials to prepare, your couch attend. 
And urge the doctor to preserve your life. 
And give yon to your children and your -wife. 110 

HORACE. 
Thy wife and children with impatience wait 
Thy dying breath. With unive'rsal hate 
. Thy neighbours, friends, acquaintance, all pursue 
thee. 
And untaught infants e'en with horror view thee. 
"What wonder, that they Justly prove unkind, 115 
When all thy passions are to gold confinM ? "" 

ITature, 'tis true, in each relation gave 
A friend sincere ; yet what you thus receive. 
If you imagine, with an alien heart. 
And careless manners to preserve, your art 190 
As well may teach an ass to scow tlie plain. 
And bend obedient to the forming rein. 

Tet somewhere should your views of lucre cease^ 
Kor should your fears of poverty increase. 
As does your wealth ; for since you now possess MS 
Tour utmost wish, your labor should be less. 

Ummidios once (the tale is quickly told) 
So wondrous rich he measured out his gold, 
Tet never drest him better than a slave. 
Afraid of starving ere he reach'd his grave : 130 
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Bat a bold veacb, of right Vkaf o ttrMii, 
Cleft with aa ax the wretched wifht la twaio. 

MISER. 
By your advice what party ahall I take? 
Like Maenius live a prodigal, aad rake 
Like Nomentanoa? 

HORACE. 

^Why wiU you protepd, IM 

With such extremev your vices to defend? 
The sordid miser wheo I justiy blame, 
I would not have you prodigal of fame, 
Scoundrel or rake; for sure some difforeuce lies 
Between the very fool, and very wise ; 140 

Some certain mean in all things may be found. 
To mark our virtues, and our vices bound. 

But to return from whence we have digrest. 
And is the miser, then, alone unblest? 
I Does he alone applaud his neighbour's fate, 145 
Or pine with envy of his happier state ? 
To crowds beneath him never turn his eye, 
Where in distress the sons of virtue lie. 
But, to outspeed the wealthy, bend his force. 
As if they stopp'd his own impetuous course ? IfO 

Thus, from the goal when swift the chariot flies« 
The charioteer the bending lash applies^ 
To overtake the foremost on the plain. 
But looks on all behind him with disdain. 
Tis hence, that few, like sated guests, depart UB 
From life's full banquet, with a cheerful heart? 

But let me stop, lest yon suspect I stole. 
From blind Crispinus, this eternal scroll. 
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SATIRE Ih 

TO MAECENAS. 

npHE tribcsof iiiimtreU,>tvoUag priettBand pUyorsi 
-^ Perfumen, and boflb«iii, aro all in tears, 
Fpr ab ! TigelUw, sweetMt aeagater'a d«ad. 
And iure tlia soul of boualy mth bim fled. 

Behold a wrafecb, i» oppoaite extreme, 5 

So fearful of a •peodttarift'a odious name, 
He dare wot even a sordid pittance give 
To raise a worth/ friend, and bid hias live. 
Or ask another, why, in thankless feasts 
The wealth of all his frugi^ lire* he waftes ; 10 
Then the Ittzurioos treat pfofDse supplies 
With horrow'd sums: because I sconi, he cries. 
To be a wretch of narrow spirit deem'd, — - 
By some condemn'd, hy othtiv be's esteem'd. 

Fofidius, rich in lands, and large increase SB 
Of growing usury, dreads the foul disgrace 
To be caird rake; aad, erf^the money's lent, 
He prudently deducts his cent per cent. 
Then, as he finds the borrower distrest, 
Cruel demands a hicher interest, SO 

But lends profiisely to the limsb heir. 
Whose guardians prove teo frugally severe. 
All-powerful Jowe» th* indignant reader cries, 
•* But his eKpeoces, with Ms income, rise," 
Ko— Tie amaaing, that this man of pelf 9S 

Hath yel so Ultl* firi«wl»Wp fer Wwaelf, 
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That even the telf-tormentor in the play, 
Crael whe dro^e his much4ov'd son away, 
Amidst the willing tortures of despair 
Could not with wretchedness like bis compare. SO 

But say, at what this tedious preface aims-~ 
That fools are ever vicious in extremes. 
The soft Maltliiuus traib a length of train : 
See that short robe, how filthily obscene ! 
Rufillns with perfumes distracts your head ; S5 
¥rith hb own scents Crargonios strikes yon dead. 
That youth, whmi wanton wishes fire his veins. 
All but a flowing<emiin'd dame disdains ; 
Others their safer, cheaper pleasures choose. 
And take a willing mistress from the stews. 40 

When awful Cato saw a noted spark 
Ftom a night-cellar stealing in the dark, 
" Well done, my firieodf if love thy breast inflame, 
" Udulge it here, and spare the married dame." 
Be mine the silken veil, Cnpiennius cries, 4S 

Such vulgar praLw and pleasure I despise. 

All ye, who wbh some dire mishap may wait 
This horning tribe, attend while I relate 
What dangers and disasters they sustain. 
How few their pleasures, and how mix'd with pain. 

A desperate leap one luckless caitiflT tries ; 51 
Tom by the flagrant lash another dies ; 
Some are by robbers plundered as they fly; 
Others with gold a wretched safety buy. 
Nor seldom do they feel, with keener smart, 8$ 
Their cuckold's vengeance on th' offending part. 
Such various woes pursue these sons of lost^ 
And all, bat Galba, own the tentanae jaU. 
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Far safer th^, wbo venture their estate. 
And trade vith females of the seco&d rate. 60 
" Yet Sallast rugei here with wild desires, 
" As mad as those, which lawless love inspires/' 
Bat had he been with less profusion kind, 
Had common sense hu lavish hand confined, 
He had not now been wholly lost to shame, 65 
In fortune ruin'd, as undone in fame. 
But here's the joy and comfort of his life, 
To swear, he never touch'd his neighbour's wife. 

Thus, to an actress when witli lavish band 
MarssBus gave his mansion>house and land, 70 
My soul, thank Heaven, he cries, from guilt is free; 
The wedded dames are vestal rosuds for me. 

Actress or not, the crime is still the same. 
Equal the ruin of estate and fame ; 
Xqual the folly, whether in pursuit 7ff 

Of wife, or slave, or loose^rob'd prostitute ; 
Unless you mean, content to be undone, , 
To bate the person, not the vice to shun. 

Of Sylla's wanton daughter when possest, 
Villius believed himself supremely blest; QO 

To a dictator thus to be ally'd, 
Dassled his senses, and indnig'd his pride ; 
But sure, if vanity we fairly rate, 
Alas, too hard, poor Villius, was thy fate. 
When bufieted and stabb'd the coxcomb dies, 89 
'While in the wanton's arms a scoundrel lies. 

Suppose, his secret something had addrest 
The luckless youth with all these woes opprest; 
" Did I, when bumlDg-with my wildest fire,. 
'* Did I a maid of qoali^ require i" go 



What coald be Answer to Oie poor forlorn ? 
•* The jilting quean, Ibrsooth, Was nobly bom.** 

But nature, rich in her own proper wealth. 
In youth and beauty, cheerlblness and health. 
In her pursuit of happiness disclaims 05 

The pride of titles and the pomp of names. 
Be thine, her wise economy to Ieam» 
And real, from affected bliss, discern. 
Then, lelt repentance punish such a lifb. 
Never, ah ; never kiss your neighbour's wife. lOO 
For see, what thousand mischiefs round you rise. 
And, few the pTeasures, tho* you gain the prise. 

What tho' Cerlnthns doats upon the girl. 
Who flames with emerald green, or snowy pearl. 
Is she beyond a common mistress blest 105 

With leg more taper. Or a softer breast f 

Besides, the public nymph no varnish knows. 
But all her venal beauties frankly shows, 
Nor boasts some happier charm with conscious pride. 
Nor strives a vile deformity to hide. 110 

When noble jockeys would a courser buy. 
They strip him naked to the curious eye ; 
For oft an ^ager chapman is betrayed 
to buy a foundered or a spavin'd jade, 
WhUe he admires a thin, light-shonlderM chest, 115 
A Uttle head,' broad back, and rising crest. 

Th' esample'fi good ; then keep It in thy mind. 
Nor to the fiiir^ne's ftrnlts be over-blind. 
Nor gatB with Idle ntptore on her charms, 
* Oh I what a taper leg ! what snowy arms f IM 
For she may hide, whateW she vainly shows, 
tmw hips, short waist, spl<y feet, and hideout nose. 
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All but lier IkM, tlie matroa'tf robe eoncttds. 
C^atUt alooa th* at cnura iwrMds. 

But if you still pursue this dangerous ifane, tfltf 
(Perhaps the dangers your desires inflame) 
What military works around her rise I 
Maids, chairmen, fbotmen, ttatterera, fuafd the prfie. 
The flowing robe and chseely muffled veil 
IVlth envious folds the precious tidog eoncetl ; 180 
But what from nature's commoners you buy, 
nuro' the thin robe stands naked to your eye r 
Or, if you will be cheated, pay the Mr, 
inth foolish fondness, ere she shews her wafe. 

Ab when a sportsman thfo^ the snowy waste, IS^ 
Pursues a hare, which be disdains to taste^ 
80 (sings the rake) my passion can despise 
An eaey prey, bat follows when it flies. 
Tot can a song or simile remove 
Ihe griefs and tortures of uniawftil lov^ ? 140 

Were it not better wisdom to inquire 
How nature bounds each impotent desire ; 
What she with ease resigns, or wants with p&in. 
And thus divide the solid from the vain i 
Say, should your jaws with thirst severely bum, Itf 
Would you a cleanly, earthern intcher spurn ? 
Should hunger on your gnawing entruls seiie> 
WiU turbot only, or a peacock please? 
And will you, when a willing giri 's at hand. 
With swelling veins deliberating stand ? 150 

Ko-4)e the yielding, ready Venus mine ; 
To cooler lovers I the dame resign, 
Who plays the coy-one, with a cold " anon," 
* A gninea myre ;" or ** when my husband's goae." 
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Give me the nymph, who flies into my anna, IJtS 
And sets at easy rate her wiiling charms; 
I«t her be straight and &ir; nor wish to havci. 
Or height or colour, nature never gave : 
Then, while with joy I clasp the pleasing take, 
"What mortal goddess can with mine compare i 109 
Ko terrors rise to interrupt my joys, 
ISfo Jealous husband, nor the fearful noise 
Of bursting doom, nor the loud, hideous yelling 
Of barking dogs, that shakes the matron's dwelling. 
When thfr pale wanton leaps from off her bed, 166- 
The consdotts chamber«maid screams out her dread 
Of horrid tortures; loudly cries the 'wife, 
" My jointure's lost,"— I tremble for my life : 
Unbutton'd, without shoes, I speed away. 
Lest I in feme, or pflrse, or person pay. 171a 

To be 8U8pris*d is, sure, a wretched tale, 
And for the truth to Falnus I appeal. 
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SATIRE ni. 

TO HACENAS. 

nnHIS vice all sonesten have ; they ae'er can brioff, 
WhejDithey are ask'd, their froward soaU to sing ; 
Tet chant it forth, una»k*d, from mom to night. 
Soch was TigelUns, most inconstant wight t 
Even Caesar, who might well his power have shewn^ 5 
If by his father's friendship and bin own 
He begg*d a song, was 8<»e to beg in Tain, 
Yet, when the whim prevaiVd, in endless strain 
:niro' the. whole feast the jovial catch hl» plies, . 
From bass to treble o'er the «amut flies. 10 

Nothing was of a piece in the irhole man ; 
Sometimes he like « frighted coward ran, 
Whose foes are at hu heels; now soft and slow 
Qe mov'd, like follis who in procession go. 
Now with pKO hundred slaves he crowds his train ; 15 
Now .walks with ten. In high and hanghty strsin 
At mom, of kings and governors 8e prates; 
At night*-" a frugal toble, O ye Fates, 
•\A litUe shell the sacred salt to hold, 
" And clothes, tho* coarse, to keep from me the Gold.** 

Ver. 1. Thit nee, &c.] The songsters of the present day 
hare not degenerated from those of antiqiiitj ia this 
reiq>ect. 

Ver. 10, Nim waft/ mth teii,^ There cannot be a greater 
proof of the expensive Inxory of the Ronaos than, diat 
being followed by ten slaves sfaonU be tboogbt a proof 
of great moderatioo. 

M 
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Te^give this wight, thus fragally content^ SI 

A thousand pound, 'tis every penny spent 
Within the week : he drank the night away 
Till rbing dawn, then snorM out all the day. 
Sure such p. ▼arions creatnre ne*er was known. 85 
" Bat have yon, friend, no vices of your own ?" 
That I have vices, frankly I conflMs, 
Bnt^f a different kind, and somewhat tel». 

Manius on absent Novta.H vents his spteca; 
And do yoo tirink yonr ft»llies are-wnseen? SO 
Another answers— No. I well perceive. 
Quoth Maenias, but a kind indtt^ence gi«< 
To my own fonlts. This is a foolish lovt. 
And vidous, which cor censure should reprote; 
For wbereftee, while you carelessly pass by W 
Temr own worst vices with nnheeding ty^ 
Why so eharp-sighted in another's fiune. 
Strong as an eagle's ken, or dragon'li baafli f 
But know, that be with equal spleen shidi viefr. 
With equal rigour shall thy flMlts pursue. 4» 

Ton friend is passionate; perhaps unlft 
tw tile brisk petulance of modem wit; 
His hair iil-eut, his robe, that awkward ^OWS, 
Or his large shoes to raillety expose * 

The man you love ; yet is he not possest 4S 

Of virtues, wHh which very few are blest ? 
And underneath this rough, uncouth disguise 
. A gemns of ettcnsive knowledge lies. 

Search your own breast, and maili With honest ciHl 
What seeds of folly nature planted there, 50 

Or custom raised ; for a neglected field 
Shall for the fire its thorns and thistles yMA, 

AncLyet a shorter method we may find. 
As lovers, to their fair>one fondily Mind, * 
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Even on her ogliiMU irith tnmsport gue$ M 

For Hap[n«*» wen can good Batbinos pleaae. 
Oh I were our weakness to our frienda the same. 
And stamped by virtue with eooie honest name. 

Kor should we to tiieir fiiolts be more sevore/ 
Than an indulgent fiifther to his heir ; OO 

If with distorted eyes the urdihi glares, 
*« O ! the dear boy, how prettily be stares !• • 
Is he of dwarfish and abortive sise ? 
<■ Sweet little moppet,** the fond father criei : 
Or is th* unshaken cub defonn*d and lame ? 6S 
He kiodty lisps him o'er some tender name. 

Thus, if your ftiend*s too frugally severe. 
Let him a wise economist appear. 
Is- he, perhaps, impertinent and vain ? 
•' The pleasant creature means to entertain." T* 
Is he too free to prate, or frankly rude i 
" Tis manly plainness all, and fortitude.** 
Is he too warm ? No. Spiritec^ and bold. 
Thus shall we g^n new friends and keep the old. 
But we distort their virtue to a crime, T9 

And joy ih* uutidnted vessel to begrime. 
Have we a modest friend, and void of art? 
" He's a fa^headed wretch, and cold of heart,* 
While we converse with an ill-natur'd age. 
Where calumny and envy lawless rage, 80 

▼er. 48. Amd stamfd Jy lirtw.] TTie bnewleat ia- 
tentioa of this wiib is so obfiom Ibat it cannot want a 
note, but Dacier has one on it m much the acme of 
4ie absard, that I am tempted to tay It before lhe reader. 
« One hapfiy roMeqoeaoe weoid attend Ibis «Milud tf 
« (giving honorable names to the f ices of mankind, that 
" man; people, who practM:e Tirtue only tbroogb ostea- 
« tation, would be sincere In dieir actions, ff tt had a 
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li there a man by long experience wise, 
Still on his flfuard, nor. open to surprise ? 
His cautiovs wisdom and prudential fear, 
Shall artifice and false disguise appear. 

If any one of simple, thoughtless kind, 85 

(Sacb as yon oft your careless poet find) 
Who life's politer manners nevm- knew, 
If, while we read, or some fond scheme porsne. 
He teiae us with his mere impertinence. 
We cry, the creature wants even common sense* QO 
Alas! what laws, of how severe a strain. 
Against ourselves we thoughtlessly ordam ? 
For we have all our vices, and the best 
Is he, who with the fewest is opprest. 

A kinder friend, who balances my good 95 

And bad together, as in truth he should. 
If haply my good qualities prevail. 
Inclines indulgent to the sinking scale. 
For like indulgence let his friendship plead. 
His merits be with equal measure weighed; 100 
For he, who hopes his bile shall not offend. 
Should over>look the pimples of his firiend. 
And even in justice to his own defects. 
At least should grant the pardon he expects. 

But, since we never from the breast of fools 105 
Can root their passions, yet while reason roles. 
Let her hold forth her scales with equal hand, 
Jostly to punish, as the crimes demand. 

If a poor slave, who takes away your plate, 
lick- the rich 8aace,the balfcold firagmentseat, 110 
Tet shoold yon crudfy the wretch, we swear 
Hot Labeo's madness can with thine compare. 
But is this madness less than yours f A friend 
With some slight folly may perhaps cffend: 
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Forglw Mm, or ^th jostkM yoo appear lU 

or hardened Uiid, iohiimanlj severe: ■ 
Yet yon avoid him, and with horror shan. 
As debtors from the ruthless Roso run, 
"Who damns the wretches on th' appointed day 
His interest or principal to pay, ISO 

Or, like a captive, stretch the listening ear. 
His tedious tales of history to hear. 

A friend has stain'd my couch ; ah ! deep disgrace! 
Or off the table thrown some lugb-wrongbt vase. 
Or, hungry, snatch'd a chicken off my plate, 1S5 
Shall I for this a good companion hate? 
What if he robb'd me, or his trust betrayed. 
Or broke the sacred promise he had made ? 

Who hold all crimes alike are deep distrest, 
When we appeal to truth's impartial test. 13D 
Sease, custom, social good, from whence arise 
All forma of right and wrong, the fact denies. 

'When the first mortals erawling rose to birth, 
Speechless and wretched, from (heir mother^eartb, 
For eaves and aeoms, then the food of life, 135 
With nails and fisU they hold a bloodless strife. 
But soon improved, with clubs they bolder fough(« 
And various arms, which sad experience wrought. 
Till words, to fix the wandering voice, were found. 
And names impress'd a meaning upon sound : 140 
And now they cease from war; their towns inclose 
With formidable walls, and laws compose 
To strike the thief, and highwayman with dread,. 
And vindicate the sacred marriage'bed. 
Por woman, long ere Helen's fatal charms, 148 
Destructive woman! set the world in arms: 
But the first heroes died unknown to fame. 
Like btaats :HrliQ ravished the uncertain dame; 
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irhen, as tbe itoutoat bott coiiii n i l i i ttw vm^ 
The weaker by tbe stroofer was oMpreet. IM 

Tom o'er the world's iteek amuOs. and jeea flai. 
That laws were £fst invented bgr mankiad 
To stop oppression's .race; for tho' we lean* 
By nature, good £rom evil to duoem : 
What we should wise puisne, or caatioiis fly: ISi 
Tet can she never, with a constant eye^ 
Of leffal justice aark each nice ej i iiem e ; 
Nor ean riftht reason prove the criaM the sane. 
To rob a garden, or by fear unaw'd. 
To steal, by night, the sacred things of God. lA 

Then let the punishment be fiurly weigh'd 
Agsinst the crime ; nor let the wretch be flayed 
Who scarce deserv'd the lash.->I cannot fbar. 
That you shall prove too tenderly severe. 
While yon assert all Tiees are the same; Ift 

And threaten, that were yonra the power 80prenM» 
Kobben and thieves your equal rage should fiadt 
Uprooted by the same avengiog steel. 

Is not the wise a shoemdber profest^ 
Handsome and rich ; of monarchy poiieit^ IfO 
Why wish for what yon havef 

Tet hold, my fiiendf 
And better to Uie stoic's sense attend. 
For tho' the wise nor shoes, nor slippers made, 
Tet is the wise a shoemaker by trade ; 
As, tho' Hermogenes may ling no more, IXS 

Be knows the whole extent of music's powflT; 
Alfonus, tum'd a lawyer in his pride. 
His shop shut ap» his laaon thrown asides 



Was still a tuurbert So the wise alone 

Is of M teades, tho' exercisiQK aooe, ISO J 

And reigns a moBarch» tho* without a tlirone. 



180 > 

e. 3 



«OEiM2& 
Qiieat Ua* ef kme$, aaleas yo« diive awagr 
This pBaMttiit erowd, the boys to waiitoa piajr 
Will pluck jro« by the beard* while yoa simli growl, 
Wnfecb as thoa art, and burst in spleen of seul : 185 
In shorty while in a farthing-bath you reiga, 
With only one poor Ufie-goard in your train : 
WhilA the few friends, with whom I joy to live^ 
Fool as I am, my foUies can forgive, 
I will lo them the same Indulgence sbo«r» igo 
And bliss like mine thy lOogihip ae*«f shaU k^MNV. 
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SATIRE IV. 



QpHE comic poets, in its earliest a^e 

Who form'd the mauers 4>f the Oredan stag^. 
Was there a villain, who might justly claim 
A better right of being damn'd to ftuae, 
Bake, cut-throat, thief, whatever was his crime, 5 
They boldly stigmatiz'd the wretch in rhyme. . 

From their example whole Lucilins rose, 
Tho* different measures, different verse he chose. 
He raUed with a gay and easy air. 
But rude his numbers, and his style severe. lo 
He weakly fancied it a glorious feat 
His hundred lines extempore to repeat, 
And as his verses like a torrent roll. 
The stream is muddy and his waters foul. 
He pratUed rhymes ; but lazy and unfit 29 

For writing wcU; for much, I own, he writ. 

Crispinus thus my litUeness defies ; 
Here make the smallest bet, the boaster cries. 

CRISPINUS. 
*Pen, ink, and paper—name your place and time: 
*• Then tiy, frienA Flaccus, who can fastest rhymc^eo 

HORACE. 
Thank Heaven, that form'd me of an hambler kind; 
Vo wit, nor yet to prattling much incUn'd, 
While thou Shalt imitate the winds, that Uow 
Rom lungs of leather, 'till the metal flow. 

Vm. e. BoUl, ttigmmtiz^ te.l Aristephaoes ami oOer 
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Thrice happy Fanoiut, of his own firce gnoe, 95 
Who in ApoUo's temple bangs his face. 
And gilds his works to view ; while I with iear 
Uepeat my verses to the. public ear ; 
Because by few such works as mine are readf 
Conscious of meriting the lash they dread. 80 

Take me a man, at venture, from the crowd» 
And he's ambitious, covetous, or proud. 
One burns to madness for the wedded dame; 
'Unnatural lusU another's breast inflame. 
O'er gold's £ur lustre, one with rapture sights 89 
For bronse aotiqom the stupid Albius dies. 
The venturous merchant, from the rising day 
To regions warm'd beneath the setting ray, 
like dust, collected by a whirlwind, flies 
To save iiis pelf, or bid the mass* arise. 40 

All these dread poets, and their rhymes detest— 
" Yonder he driveS'~avoid that furious beast; 
** If he may have hb jest, he never cares 
"At whose ezpence ; nor friend, nor patron spares s 
" And if be once th' ili-natur'd paper stain, ^ 
"He joys to bear the crowd repeat t^e strain." 

17ow bear this short defence. For my own par^ 
I xlaim no portion of the poet's art. 
lis not enough to dose the flowing line, 
And in teta syllables your sense couflne, flO 

Or write in mele prosaic rhymes like me, 
T^t .can deserve the name of poetiy. 

Is there a man, whom real genius fires, 
Whom the diviner soul of vehe Inspires ; 
Who->talks true greatness ; let )>im boldly claim 80 
Tbm sMftd honon of a fwef j JlksiB. 

M« ' ^^^ 
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Somft doubt, if comedy be jastty thmisbt 
A real poem, since it may be wrought 
lo style and subject vitbont fire or force. 
And, bate the numbers, is bat mere discoane. 00 
7or tho' ire tee the &tiier high enrag'd. 
By a kept mistfssa when his son's eogac'd, 
Kor takes the portion'd maid, bat deep in drink, 
Reeb in fair day4lght (shameful) with liis link; 
Tet could Pomponius from Ms Aither hear, GS 
Were he aUf«, a lecture less severe? • 

Tis not enough your language to refine* 
When, if you break the measures of the line. 
In common life an angry father's rage 
Is but the same as Dwnea's on the stage. 70 

Teke from Ludlius* writings, or from mine. 
The cadences, and measures ef the line. 
Then change their order, and the words transpose, 
No more the scattered poet's limbs it shows ; 
;Not so~.When hideous discord bursts the bars, 75 
And iron gates, to pour forth all her wars. 

Of this enough ; hereafter we shall show. 
Whether 'tis real poetiy, or no. 
l«t me now; ask, if satire should appear, ^ 

With reason, such an object of your fsar. 80 

Suldos, and Caprius, fiercest of their trade. 
Hoarse with the virulence, with which they ^endU 
When thro' the streets they stalk with libels armVls 
Mark! how the thieves, and robbers are alaxm'd; 
But yet the man of lionest hands and pore 85 
May scorn them both, In innocence secure : 

Ver. 73. Whm tiiettu, Ae.*} nets lines an taken ftum 
Aiaiw, and VirgU has aaifted Us approbation of tteas 
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Or tho' like Cdiiit yoo a wSOahi be, 
rm no infonner. Wheoes yOnr fisan of me ? 
With ihopt, and stationers I norer deal; ' 
Ko rubric pillar sets mgr works to taK 90 

(yer which the hands of wlgar readers sweat. 
Or whose soft strains TigelUos can repeat. 
Even hj my friends.ooaipeird I read my lays» 
ITor every place, nor eveiy andienee please. 

VttU flMny bards the pnbltc foram ehoese •'. gs 
Where to recite the labon of their mose; - 
Or vaalted baths, thkt best preserve the sovnd 
While sweetly floats the voice in e^oes round. 
The coxcombs never think at whose ezpence 
They thus iadnlge tlie dear impertinence. 100 
" Bat yon in libels, mischievoos, delight, 
" And never, but in spleen of genins, write.*' 
Is there, with whom I live, who know my heart. 
Who taught yon how to 'aim this venom'd dart ? 

He, who malignant wooads an absent Mend, 105 
Or fears, when others censure, to defend. 
Fond the lend laugh with babbling voice to raise» 
Forges the Ue, the tmsted tmth betrays; 
In his dark bosom goilt^s black demons lie. 
His baleful converse, cautious Roman, fly. 110 



Tcr. 95. ruB mm^ tmrii.'} Itiis cartom of the Roaum 
poeto reciting their venes in public, is slso strongll 
•atiriKd by Jarenal. 

Ver. I09u /« hii dark htem, &&! It is wondcrfal how to 
TCspectable a traaslatmr as Frandi is in general oonld 
have rendered this coaplet ss it stands in aU die other 



•Mliis man is vile» here, Roduui, fix yoor nark, 
•* His soal is Mack as his conplezion's daik." 
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"We often see* anottt « erowd of g«etli^ 
Who BO«kt«rs resAd hU otU, iiinpid jest^ 
And only ^)«Fe» his host, vnt^ the bowl 
With honesi freedom opes his iiunoet aoid ; 
Tet, tho» e cr«el joker yoe: dete»t» 19 

He seems a eouiteoiis» veU4»ed, mgy gnmt. 
But if in idle raUlery T said, 
Rafilltts with perftunes distracts my heed, 
WhUe foal Oat|[emiis breathes a raaker air. 
You think me most enveoma'd and severe. !• 

If we, by chence, that thief FetiUios name, 
Tfon, as yoar custom is, deftsMl his fiuse. 
« PetiUins is my Mend ; from esrly youth 
« Cheerful we Kv*d together, and in trulh 
« I have been much hidebted to his power, }«5 . 
'* And I rejoice io find his danger o'er. 
- But, in the name of wonder be it said, 
•* At that same trial how he sa^d hb head."— 
Such rancor this, of such a poisonous Telar, 
As never, never shall my paper stain; - • 1» 
Much less infect my heart, if I may dare 
Tor my own heart, in any thing, to swear. 

Tet some indulgence I may jnsUy dahn. 
If too fimnliar with aaother'i fiune. 
This firom a father's fond indulgence flows, 196 
Who mark'd the folly, as to Ufe it rose 
In strong ekamples. If be' bade me live 
Content with what his industry could give. 
Or leave me at his death : '' Behold, my son, 
" ToungAlbitts there, how wretchedly undone! 141 
** Tet no mean lesson is the spendthiififs firte 
* To cautioa youth from squandering thdrertato.'* 



Ta fright «•« from the lwiio«?»TBgr«it bed» 
". Behold Sc t aato, aad hto ruin dread;" 
Hiat i mi(lit ne'er pncsue the iredded daiBe» MS 
** An honest Venus will indnlge your flane* 
^ My soa^ hy poor Trebonius hf ad^M ; 
" Sare 'tis no pleasant tale tx> be surprised." 

" Twixt right and wrong tlie learned mage decide* 
" With wise distinctiena m«y your conduct gntde; 
** Bb mine the common wisdom^ that inspires 191 
<< The frugal, mannera of our ancient sires, 
" And, while your youth may yet a totor claim, 
- T6 guard your virtue, aad preserre your fame, 
" But soon as time confirms, with stronger tone, 195 
** Yourstrengthandmind, your condnctbeyourown." 

Thus did he form my youth with lenient hand; 
When he for virtue nig'd the soft command^ 
Pointing some awful senator to view, 
« His grave example consUntly pursue." 100 

Would he dissuade me? " Canyon doubt, be criei, 
" That equal nun and dishonor rise 
'* From such an action, when that scoundrel's name 
« Is branded with the flagrant marks of shamed 
For, as when neighbouring funerals afinght IfiS 
The patient, who indulged his appetite 
And bid him spare himself, we often find. 
Another's shame alarms a tender mind. 



Ver. M6. An huuH raaaj^ Moat of the t 

mdentaad this as alluding to iadalgeace with coaunoB 
wooieB; and it woald agree well «noi^ with the lax 
morality of onr Poet, bathe would aerer bare pnt it iato 
ttie advice of Us ftther; besides» the preoediBg ttass 
sunder.^ laMudag faaposribla. 
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Thus, pore fiiom more penodons erioMs I livo ; 
Some venial firailtiet yoii may well frayive, 17« 
Ibr mch I own I have; and yet even ttftse, 
A length of time, altbo' by slow degrees, 
A fiiend rincere, who can with candor love. 
Or my own reason, shall perhaps remove; 
For in my bed, or in the coUooade 175 

Sanntering, I call reflectitm to my aid. 
(* This was well done. Here happiness attends. 
** Thu oondnct maltes me pleasing to my friends. 
** Were that man*s actions of a beaateons kind? 
"Oh! may I never betosnch tncUnTd." UO 

Thus silently I -talk my condact o'er. 
Or trifle with the Mnse en idle hoar ; 
For which, among my frailties, I demand 
Forgiveness, and shall call a powarfbl band. 
If you refuse, of poets to my aid J8S 

(Well fraught with humbers is the rhyming trade) 
3b fbroe you, like the proselyting Jews, 
To be, like us, a brother of the Muse. 



Ver. 187. IVtfidSyliNf Jems.'] There Is somefliiiv tlngatar 
in this dunttef of the Jewt gtveo by Hoiace^ aad which 
Francis sajs is conflrmed by 8L Asdmne; sinc^ of all 
religious sects, the Jews hare .been remariuble for betac 
least aoxtoiN to make proselytes. 
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SATIRE T. 

riTH Heliodortts, who by far poiMtt 
More learaiog than the tribe of»Ofeeks.profNt» 
Leaving imperial Rome, I took 1117 way 
To poor Arida, where that night I lay. 
To FomnvAppii thence we steer, a place. 5 

Staff*d with rank boatmen, and with vintners base. 
And laggard into twX> days joarn«y broke 
"What were bnt one to less incumber'd folk ; 
The Appian road, however, yields most pleasure i 
To those> who choose to travel at> their leisore. 10 
The water here was of so foal a stream 
Against my stomach I a war proclaim. 
And wait, tbo' not with much good-homoor walt» 
While with keen appetites my comrades eat. 14 

The night o'er earth now spread her dusky shade* 
And thro* the heavens her starry train display'd; 
"What .Uroe, between the slaves and boatmen rise 
Qnarrels of clamorous rout. The boatman cries, < 
Step in, my masters ; when with open throat, I9 
" Enough* ^ou. scoundrel i will you sink the boat 2^ 
Thus, while tbJ^mule is bamess'd, and we pay 
Our freights, an hour in wrangling slips aw«y. 

The fenny frogs with croakings hoarse and deep, 
And gnats, loud-busaing, drive away our sleep. . 
I>rencb*d in the lees of wine the wat*ry swain S5 
And passenger, in loud alternate strain 
qhant forth the absent fair, who wvms his breai|« 
TUl wearied passenger retires to rest. 
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Oor clttmsy bwrgeman aendB his mole to gnuM^ 
And the tough cable to a rock belays, 90 

Then snores supine ; but when at rising light 
Our boat stood still, up starts a hair-brain'd wight; 
With sallow eadgd breaks the bargeiftan's pate^ 
Aftd bangs the ipule at a weU-favox'd rate. 
Thence onward laboring with a world of pain 9$ 
At ten, Feronia, we thy fimntain gain; 
There land and bathe; then after dinner creep 
Three tedious miles, and climb the rocky steep 
Whence Anzur shines. Msscenas Wfs to meet 
Cocceius here, to settle things of wdght : 40 

For they had oft in embassy been jQin*d, 
And rax>ncil*d the masters of mankind. 
Here while I bathM my ^es with cooling ointment 
They both arriv'd according to appointment; 
Fontenas too, a man of worth approved, d6 

Without a rWal by Antonios iov*d. 

Laughing we leave an entertidnment rare. 
The paltry pomp of Foadi's foolish mayor. 
The scrivener Luscns: now with pride elate. 
With incense furnd. and big with robes of state, m 
From thence oor wearied troop at Formic vests^ 
Hureoa's lodges, and Fonteins' gwsts.' 
Vtxt rising morn with dooUe jcj we greet, 
When w*e with Plotias, Varidk, Vh-gil meet: 
Fare spirits these ; the worid no purer knows ; 56 
For none my heart with sueh aflection glows: 
How oft did we embrace I Our joys how great I 
For sure no blessing in^the power of flsle 
Can be compared, in sanity of mind. 
To friends of saeb eowpenionaMe Mad. 49 



" ITear die Campnuan bridge that night we Uj, 
VHMTe imblie officers onr charges paj. 
Early next mom to Capaa w came; 
Macenas goes to tennis ; hurtfiil game 
To a weak apiMtite, and tender eyes, 8S 

So down to sleep with Virgil Horace lies. 
Then by Coceeius we were nobly treated. 
Whose house abore theCaadian Uverii^s seated. 

And now, O Muse, in iaithlnl numbers tell 
The memorable squabble that befel, 70 

When Metsitts an^ Sannentos joii^d in fight. 
And whence descended each illastrioiis wight. 

The high-born Messius from vile Oaci cam^ 

His mistress might her slave Sannentos claim. 
Xrom such fam'd ancestry onr champions rise— 75 
Hear me, thou horse-fac'd rogue, Sermentns cries; 
We laugh; when Messina, throwing up his head» * 
Accepts the challenge. O! Sarmentns said. 
If you can threaten now* what would you d<^ ' 
Had not the bom been rooted out that grew 80 
Full in thy iiront. A gash, of foul disgrace^ 
Had hurt the grisly honors of his fbce. 
Then on his country's in&mous diseases, 
And his foul visile, many a joke he raises. 
He bids him, like the one-ey'd Cyclops dance; 88 
** He neither mask, nor tragic buskins wants." 

Hessius reply'd in viralence of strun ; 
" Did yon to Saturn-consecrate 'your chain t 
" Tho' you were madea scrivener since your flight, 
" Yet that shall never hurt your lady's right, go 
" But, prithee; wherefore did you ran away i \ 
'< Mtthinks, a single pound of biead a day 
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And thus tiia jovial leogtii of niglit w Wft^L 

At our nest tea ow iMit WB aliBoat boni'd* fS 
WliUe some tewi thratliet at tl» fir» 1m tan'4. 
Huo* hia old kitcben rolto the nod offiri^ 
And to th* roof the vaftwit floiaat aapk«k 
Bat hontar «U ovr tanreia ovcrcanab 
We 43F to aa^ our meat and qnanehttia flawi* HO 
Apulia aoir our native mountains showi^ 
"Where the north-wind with nippinf abarpnenUo«t» 
Vor oonld we wail have dira'd^ the aieepy height 
3Xd we not at a neigbbonrinc viUace bata^ 
Where firom green wood the smothering flamei arise. 
And with a smoky sorow 611 our ^yes. M6 

In chariots thence at a laige rate we came 
MM leagues^ and bated at a town, whose nana 
Gwn6t in Terse and measures be exprest* 
But may by auurka and tokens well be gueat. UO 
Its water, natme^s cheapest element^ 
Is bought and said < its bread most eneUenfc; 
Which waiy travellers provide with carob 
And on their shoulders to Oannsium bear. 
Whose bread is sandy, and ita wealthiest atraam 
Poor as the town's of unpoetie naaM. Il6 

Hera Varius leaves us, and with tears he guusb 
With e«ual tenderness our sorrows town. 
Onward to Rubi weerily we toU'd, 
The Joumoy lo^, the rood with rain wee ipiii'd. 
So Barium, fam'd lor ftsh, we raach'd neat dsQf, lil 
3he weather frirsr, but much warse the>ay^. 
Then watarcurs'd Egaatia gave at jake^ 
And laughter giaa^ to tear the i 
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As>ert,ifiBe«lteontlieiralUnliy» Uf 

'WUbost the help of fire it melu mwaj. 
The soat of circuoMbtott nMgr reeeiTe 
The wonderoiu tale, irhkh 1 shmU ne'er believe ; 
For rve been beiber leani'd, in Uiasful ease 
That the good gods eajoj immortal days* IM 

Her aoiioo^y their nathre skies forsaice^ 
When niraelea the Uws of nature break. 

From theoee our trafteto to Bmndniiiim beii4 
Where ew long iourafy* tad war pepcr end. 
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SATIRE VI. 

TO MJSCENAS. 

fpHO*, since the Indians fiU*d the Toscui eoeitik 
No richer Uood than sronrs Etmria boatta; 
Hio' your great ancettors eonld armies lead. 
Ton don't, as many dd> with scorn npbndd 
The man of birth nnknown, or turn the nose 5 
On me, who from a race of slaves aroee; 
Vfaile you regard not, from what low degree 
A man's descended, if his mind be fiee ; 
Convinc'd, that long before th' ignoble reign 
And power of Tvllius, from a servile strain tO 
Full many rose for virtne high renown'd. 
By worth ennobled, and with honcurs crown*d : 
While he, who boasts that ancient race bis own. 
Which drove the haughty Tarqnin from Uie throne. 
Is vile and worthless in Uie people's eyes ; 15 

The people, who, yon know, bestow the priae 
To veiy scoundrels, and like slaves to fiune 
With foolish reverence hail a well4>om name^ 
And with a stupid admiration gase 
When the long race its images displigrs. flO 

But how shall we, who differ Ayr and wide 
From the mere vulgar, thb great point decide? 
For grant, the crowd some high-fairtb'd scoundrel 

choose. 
And to ,tbe low4)orn man of worth refuse 
f Because low-born; the honors of the atal^ 48 
Shall we from thence their vice «r vktiM ntt i 
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Were I ezpeU^d the senate-hoase with scorn, 
lastly, perhaps, because thus meanly bpm 
I fondly wander'd from my native sphere ; 
Yet shall I with less real worth appear i 30 

Chain'd to her beamy car Fame dregs along 
The mean, the great : an ondistinguish'd throng. 

Poor Tillius, when pompeird in luckless hour 
To quit your purple robe and tribune's power, 
A larger share of envy was thy fate, 35 

Which had been lessened in a private state. 
For in black sandals when a coxcomb's dres^ 
When floats the robe imporjpled down his breast. 
Instant, " what man is this," he round him hears, 
" And who bis father i" As when one appears 40 
Sick of your fever, Barrus, to desire 
That all the world bis beauty should admire, 
Curious the ladies ask, '* What mien and air, 
" What leg and.foot he has, what teeth and hair!" 
So Jie, who promises to guard the state, 45 

The gods, the temples and imperial seat. 
Makes eveiy mortal ask his father's name. 
Or if his roo|her was a slave-bom dame. 

" And shall a Syrian son, like you, presume 
<* To hurl the freeborn citisens of Rome 50 

".From the Tarpeian rodi's tremendous height, 
" Or to the hangman Cadmus give their fate ?" 

TILLIUS. 
My colleague sits below me one degree. 
For Novius, like my fkther, was made flree. 

HO&ACE. 
Shall yon for this a true Messida seem, 55 

And rise a Paolus in your own esteem ? 
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But wkn tWA hundred wagitons crowd fhe ttxvet, i 
And three looK funerals in procession meet, i 

Beyond the fifes and horns his Toice he raises* [ 

And sore soch strength of lungs • wondrous 

praise is. ^ 1 

As for myself, a A-ee4nan*s son confest, 
A free-man's son, the pnblic scorn and Jest, 
That now with yon 1 joy the social honr, 
^at once a B«man legion own*d my power ; 
But tho* they envy'd my command in war S5 
Jostly perhaps, yet sore 'tis different i«r 
To gain year friendship, where no senrile eit^ 
Where only men of merit claim a pert. 
]f«r yet to chance this happiness I owe ; 
Friendship like yours she had not to bestow. "7$ 
Vy best>lov'd Virgil first, than Varios told 
Among my friends what character I hold ; 
When introdttc'd, in few and faalt*ring words 
(Snch as an infant modesty afibrds) 
I did not tell yo« my descent was greet, fS > 

Or that I wander'd ronad my conntiy seat 
On a proud steed in richer pastnres bred: 
But what I really was, I frnntly said. I 

<8hort was yoor answer, in yow nsnal stmlB ; 
I Ube my leaire, nor widt on yon again, «> 

Till, nine months past, eogag*d and bid to. hold 
A place among^your nearer friends enroll'd. 
An honor this, methinks, of nobler kind. 
That innocent of heart and pure of mind, 
Tho' with no titled birth, I gain'd his love, 85 , 
Whose judgment can discern, whose choice apprere. 

If some few, trivial fanito deform my soul 
(like a fair Ibee when spotlad with n »ole> 
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If none irttb svtiiM ftMQy bMAct «qr «hm» 

With sordMoess, or deeds too Tile to aauM: 9^ 

If pare and imoeeiit : if deer (fbrgifw 

These little praises) to oqr Mends I Hire, 

My fotber was the caaae, who, tho* maititaiftM 

By a lean farm hut poorly, yet disdaln'd 

The conntry'SchocflmaBter, to whose low cart 9$ 

The mighty eaptain sHit hU hIgh-bom h«ir 

With satchel, copy4>o<A, and peif to pay 

Tbe wretched teacher on tta* appointed day. 

To iCome, hy this bold father was I brongM 
To learn those arts,wluch well4>om youth are taafM* 
So drest and so attended, yoo would swear 101 
I was some wealthy lord's expensiva heir ; 
Himself my gnardian, of aablemish'd troth, 
Among my tutors wovld attnad my yonth, 
And thus preserv'd my chastity of «ind Mtf 

(That prime of vktne in its highest kind) 
Not only pore from gaitt, hot eren the sham^. 
That might witli "nle suspicion huit ray &aw; 
Kor fearM to he reproseii'd, altho* my fate 
Should fix my fortnne in some meaner state, 110 
From which some trirvial perqmsites arise. 
Or make me, like himsiAf, collector of eadse. 

9or this my heart fiir from complaiidug pay* 
A lai«er debt of gratitode and praise ; 
Kor, while my senses hold, shall 1 repetat 115 
Of such a fhlber, nor with pride resent, 
As many do, th' involuntary disgrace, 
IfbV to be bbrn of an illustrious race. 
But tMft with Oieirs my sentlmehts agree» 
Or language ; 'for tfttiturc should deeree tlD 
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That we from aaj tUted point night lit* 
Our former years, and to oar choice should tyn, 
Ihe sires, to whom we wish'd to be allied. 
Let others choose to gratiiy their pride : 
While I, contented with my ewn, resign Itf 

The titled honors of an ancient line. 
This may be madness in the people's eyes, 
Bot in your judgment not, perhaps,' unwise; 
That I refuse to bear a pomp of state, 
TJnus'd.and much unequal to the weight. ISO 

Instant a laiger fortune must be made, 
To purchase irotes, my low addresses paid ; 
Whether a jaunt or journey I propose 
With me a crowd of new companions goes. 
While, anxious to complete a length of train, IS5 
Domestics, horses, copches I maintaio. 
But now as chance or pleasure is my guide, 
Upon my bob4aU*d mule alone I ride. 
GaU'd is his crupper with my waUefs weight; 
Bis Aoulder shews his rider's awkward seat. 140 

Yet no penurious paleness e'er shall stain 
My name, as when, great Prstor, with your train 
Of five poor slaves, you cany where yon dine 
Your travelling kitchen, and your flask df wine. 

Thus have I greater blessings in mj power, 145 
Than you, proud senator, and thousands more. 
Alone I wander, as by fimcgr led, 
I cheapen herbs, or ask the price of bread; 
I listen, while divmers teU their tale. 
Then homeward hasten to my frugal meal, ISO 
Herbs, pulse» and pancakei; each a separate plnte: 
Wiiile three domestics at my supper wait. 



A bowl OB a white mwrble toUe stands. 

Two (TOblets, and a ewer to wash my hands; 

An haUow'd cap of true Campanian clay 155 

Ky pore libatjons to the gods to pay. 

I then retire to rest, nor anxions fear 

Before dread Marsyas early to appear. 

Whose very statue swean it cannot brook 

The meanness of a slave^rarn judge's look. l6d 

I sleep till ten; then take a walk, or choose 

A book, perhaps, or trifle with the Muse: 

Por cheerful exercise and manly toil 

Anoint ipy body with the pliant oU, \ 

But not with such as NatU*s, when he vamps 165 

His filthy limbs and robs the public lamps. 

But when the sun pours down his fiercer fire, 

And bids me firom the tinlsome sport Wtire, 

I haste to bathe and deceatiy regale 

My craving stomach with a frugal meid ; 170 

Enougt^ to nourish na'ture for a day, 

Then trifle my domestic hours away. 
Such is the life from bad amMtionTr«e » -*«* ^" ' 

Such comfort has the man low-bom like me ; 

-With which I feel myself more truly blest, 175 

Tliao if my sires the Quesstof^ power possest 
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SATIRE Vn. 

TIOW muDgrel Persiut in a vengeful mood 

That oat4av'd wreteb, RupUius King, punuVI 
With poisonous filth, and venom all his own. 
To barbers and to blear-eyed folk is known. 

Persius had wealth by foreign trafl&c gained, 9 
And a vexatious salt with King maintain'd. 
Presumptuous, vain» and obstinate the wight> 
'Conquering e'en King in virulence of spite; 
la bitterness of speech ouUtrippM the wind. 
And left the swift-tongu'd Barrus far behind. 10 

Now to the King returns our wandering tale, 
When all fair means of reconcilement fail 
(For men are obstinate when war's proclaimed 
As they with inward courage are enflam'd ; 
When Hector and Achilles fierce eugag'd 19 

Dire was the conflict, and to death th^ ragM: 
And why i because the gaUant thirst of fame, 

'--f-«lory was in both extreme: 
But if a quarrel between cowards rise, 
Or between chiefs of less henuc siaet 99 

Olauctts to Diomed is forc'd to yield, 
^le dasUrd buys his peace and quiU the field) 
What time o'er Asia with prsetorial sway, 
Offcat Krutus rol'd, began this dire affray. 



Ver. %, at^Ohu Xmi-^ I certslBly ihoald have altered 
fliis aoffUctsed aame of Rii|)iUiHltez, if it had not been 
MceMsry for what (widi all definrence to Horace) I mart 
•all th« Tile pan with whidT this Satire endK Tlie fkne 
of Horace wonM not have nficred had this Whole Satire 
>)•» cspwged flrom hie works. 
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Persius and King* iDtrepid pair, enfage 85 

Otfore eqaaT.champioDs never mounted stage) 
And now they rush io^tuous into court, 
line vas the sight, and delicate the sport. 
Persius begins ; load bursts of laughter rise ; 
He praises Brutus, Brutus, to the skies. SO 

** Brutus, like Sol, o'er Asia pours the day ; 
** His friends are stars and healthful is their ray, 
** Except the King ; he Uke the dog-star reigns, 
" That dog of heaven, detested by the swaim." 
Thus rush'd he onward like a winter-flood, ^ 

That tears its banks and sweeps away tl^ie woqd. 

To this impetuous bitterness of tide. 
The King with equal virulence reply'd. 
A vine-dresser he was of rustic tone. 
Whom oft tlie traveller was forc'd to own 40 

Invincible ; with clamorous voice opprest. 
When cuckoo^ cuckoo, was the standing jest. 

But, with Italian vinegar imbued. 
The s^our-tongu'd mungrel the dispute rencw'd; 
« Let me conjure yon by the powers divine, 45 
" Since 'lis the glory, Brutus, of your Hue 
" To slaughter kings, be this thy glorious deed, 
V That this same King beHeath thy vengeanw bleed." 
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SATIRE Via. 

TN dayt of yon our godilup stood 

-"- A very worthleM log of m«id» 

The joiner doubtiiig, or to shape ns 

Into a stool, or » Priapus, ' 

At length resolv'd, for reasons wise, S 

Into a god to bid me rise; 

And no'vi to birds and tiiievcs I rtand 

A terror great. MTitb ponderous hand. 

And something else as red as scarlet, 

I fright away each filching varlet. 10 

The bifds, that view with awfal dread 

7he reed^, fast stuck into iny head. 

Far from the giuNlen take their flight. 

Nor on the trees presume to lighu 
In coffins vile the herd of slaves 15 

Were hither hnwght to crowd their graves ; 

And once in this detested ground 

A comnion tomb the valgar fband ; 

Buffoons and spendthrifts, vile and base. 

Together rotted here in peace. SO 

A thousand feet the front extends, 

Three hundred deep in rear it bends. 

And yonder column plainly shows 

No more unto its heirs it goes. 

But now we breathe a purer air S5 

And walk the sunny terrass Mr, 

"Where once the ground with bones was white 

With human bones, a ghastly sig^t! 
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But, oh ! nor thief, nopr savage beast. 
That us'd these gardens to infest, 30 

E'er gave me half sach care and pains 
As they, who torn poor people*s brains 
With Tenoni'd drags and magic laj^- 
These I can never fright away ; 
For when the beauteous queen of night S5 

Uplifts her head adom*d with light. 
Hither they come, pernicious crones f 
To gather poisonous heihs and bones* 

Canidia with disheveled hair 
(Black was her robe, her feet were bare) 4% 

With Sagana, infernal dame 1 
Her elder sister, hither came. 
With yeUings dire they fill'd the place, 
And hideous pale was cither's face. 
Soon with their nails they scrap*d Uw ground,- 4S 
And fiU'd a magic trench profound 
With a black- lamb's thick-4treaming gore, 
Whose members with their teeth they tore. 
That they m«y charm the sprites to t«U 
Some curious anecdotes from hell. 5^ 

The beldams then two figures brought; 
or wool and wax the forms were wrought ; 
Hie woollen was erect and tall, 
And soonrg'd the waxen image small, 
Whieh in a snppUant, servile mood SS, 

With dying air just gasping stood. 

On Hecate one beldam calls; 
The other to the furies bawls. 
Whiter sMoanta eiiawl along the groond^ 
And beU-bom bitdnt howl ancnui. 0(f 
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The blushing moon to shun the siglit 
Behind a tomb withdraw her light. 

Oh I if I lie, may ravens shed 
Their ordure on my sacred head ; 
Hay thieves and prostitutes and rakes, 65 

Beneath ray nose erect a jakes. 

ITot^ be tedious, or repeat 
How flats and sharps in concert mee^ 
With which the ghosts and hags maintain 
A dialogue of passing strain; 70 

Or how, to hide the tootli of snake 
And beard of wolf, the ground they break; 
Or how the fire of magic sela'd 
The waxen form, and how It blasM; 
Mark I how my vengeance I pursn'd 75 

. For aU I heard, for all I view'd. 

Loud as a bladder bunts its wind 
Dreadful I thundei'd from behind. 
To town they scamper'd' struck with fear. 
This lost her teeth and that her hair. 80 

They dropped the bracelets firom their arms. 
Their incantations, herbs and charms; 
Whoa*er had seen them in their flight. 
Had burst with laughing at the sight. 



Ver. sa rku lost her teeth Mdthst her hmr.l It appeaia 
fton thtab (bat Um Roman ladle* were not uaaoqiiaialM 
with the OM of fUee taelh and fdM bair. Pevtape vy 
female readen wiU not didike to knov the Bonaa aaiM 
tar a flUse head of hair, whfch b eafemdmm. Horaea 
ffives It the epithet of «ftMi, klghj to it moit have !». 
■embled the head^lreai with which ar Air eoi 
Medio dirfgore thenselTes sone jeais egok 
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SATIRE IX. 

liiTUSINa, as woat, on this and that* 

•*■*■*• Such trifljBs, as I know bot what, 

"When late the street I saanter'd thro*, 

A wigb^ whose name I hardly knew, 

A|>proaching perUy makes me stand, 5 

And thus aecosts me, hand in hand. 

*• How do yott do, my sweetest man ?** 

Quoth I, as well as mortal can. 

And my best wishes yours— When he 

Would follow— What's your will with me? 10 

" That one of your profound discerning 

" Should know me : Tm a man of learning.''— 

MThy then be sure upon that score 

You merit my regard the more. 

Impatient to discard the fop, 15 

One while I run, another stop, 

And whisper, as he presses near. 

Some nothing in my servant's ear. 

Eat while at evezy pore I sweated. 
And thus in muttering silence fretted— 40 

•* Bolanua„ happy in a skull 
•» Of proof, impenetrably dull, 
^ O for a portion of thy brains"— 
He on the town and streets and lanea 
£^ prating, praising talent tiy'd, j25 

•And, when I answered nqt, he cryM, 



TUs very luonorons description of an impertineBf io. 
(mder, I cannot thtaik with Francis, is at aU exaggerated; 
i ilUdK we meet the connterpart of it'erenr day. 
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As, *tis too plain ; you can't decrivto m^ 

Too miserably wish to leave me. 

Bat I shall never qait you so : 

Command me— whither would you go ?— > SO 

Ton do me honor— but, in short, 

Ihere's not the least occasion fei't, 

I vbit one-^to cut the strife. 

Ton never saw him in your fife; 

ITor would I If ad you such a rounds- U 

He lives above a mile of ground 

Beyond the Tyber-" Never talk 

** Of distance, for I love a walk. 

** I never have the least ei^oyment 

* In idleness : I want employment, 40 

« Come on ; I must and will attend 

** Your person to your journey's end." 

like vicious ass, that fretting bears 
A wicked load, I hang my ears; 
While he, renewing bis civiliti&s 49 

" If well I know my own abilities, 
** Not Tiseus, tho* your friend of yore* 
** Not Varius could engage you more ; 
** For who' can write melodious lays 
" ynxh greater elegance or ease ? A> 

•' "Who moves with smoother grace his limbt 
•* While thro' the masQf dance he swims f 
•* Besides, I sing to that degree 
** Hermogenes might envy me." 

Have you no mother, sister, friends, M 

Whose welfiire on your health depends ?— 
** Not^one; I saw them all by turns 
** Securely settled in their urns." 
Thrice happy they, secure from pun ! 
And I thy victim now remain; CO 
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DUxMtch nM i for my goo4y-nnno 

Early presag'd this heavy curse. 

She conn'd it by the sieve and shears 

And now it (alls upon my ears— 

Hor poison fell, with ruin stored, 69 

Nor horrid point of hostile sword, ^ 

Kor pleurisy, oor a8thma><ough, 

Kor cripple-gout shall cut him off; 

A noisy tongue and iMbhiing breath 

Shall tease and talk my child to death. 70 

But if he would a^ert bis fate, 

"When be arrives at man's estate, 

XiQt him avoid, as be would hanging. 

Your foUcs long-winded in haranguing. 

We came to Vesto's about ten, 79 

And he was bound in jpenon then 
To stand a suit, or by the laws 
He must have .forfeited bis cause* 
Sir, if you love me, step aside 
A little into court, he cry'd. SO 

If I can stand it out, quoth I, 
Or know the practice, let me d^: 
Besides, I am obUg[d to go 
Precisely to tlie plaice you kttow«~ 
" I am ^vidcd what to do, 89 

" Whether to leave my cause or yon."— 
Sir, I beseech you spar^ your pains. 
Xour humble servant-^" By no means." 
I follow, for he leads the way; 
Tis death ; but captives must obey* 90 

Then he renews his plaguy strain, as 
** Uvn stands your friendship witb MKctnai ? 
N2 
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« For Me&dslups, lie cMMwtrbUt fiew, 

** And shews in that his judgment trae^ 

*' Commend «ie to' your bretlier bard, g5 

« No man has playM a surer eafd. 

" But you should have a ban of art* 

• One who might act an nndeHwrt. 
** If you were pleased to recommend, 

*' The man I mention, to yovr flriend, 100 

" Sir, may I never -see the Ilg^t 

" But you shall rout yoar rivals quite."— 

"We lire not there, as you suppose. 
On such precarious terms as^thMe: 
Ko family was ever purer : l«f 

From such infeetiiHH none securer. 
It never hurts me in tHe least, 
That one excels 4n wealth, or taste ; 
Each person there of course inherits 
A place proportion'd to his merits^ 110 

*' 'TIS wonderful, and to be brief, 
*' A thing almost beyond belief.*-- 
But, whether yoh believe, or no. 
The matter is exactly so. ■ 

'< Tliis adds but fuel to the fire, 115 

" The more you kindle my desire 

* To kiss his hand, and pay my court."~- 
Assail, and jrou shall take the fort. 

Such is the vigor of your wit, 

And he is one, who can submit ; ISO 

The first attack is therefore nfce. 

The matter is to break the ice. 

" I sha'n*t be wanting there, he cfy'd, 

" ru bribe his servants to my side; 
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** To-day shut out stiU onward pTeiB, U5 

" And watch the seaaom of .aooBtt; 

** In private haunt, in imblic moot, 

** Salute, escort him thro* the street. 

*' There's nothing gotten in tbia life» 

« Without a world of toil and strifel" m 

"While thns he racks my tortur'd ear^ 
A much.loT*d friend of mine appears, 
, Aristins Fnscus, one who knew \ 

My sweet companion thro* and thro% 
We atop, exchanging " So and so:" 135 

" Whence come, and whither do you go i" 

I then began in woful wise , 

To nod my head, distort my eyei» 
And pull his renegado sleeve. 
That he would grant me a reprieve; 140 

But he was absent all the while. 
Malicious with a leering smile. 

Provok'd at his dissimulation 
I burst wltb spleen and indignation. 
" I know not what yon had to tell 145 

" In private.**— I remember well : 
But shall a day of business choose. 
This is the sabbath df the Jews ; 
Ton would not thus offend the leathem- 
Curtail'd assemblies of the bretbrett.— 100 

• " I have no scruples, by your leave, 
** On that aocount.**— But, Sir, I have: 
I am a littTe superstitious. 
Like many of the crowd capridoiia ; 
Forgive mi^, if it be a crim«, Iflff 

And I shall tolk another time.— 
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Oh I that 80 black a sua should rise! . 
Away the crael ereatdre files. 
And leaves me panting' for my life 
Aghast beneath the bntcher^s knife. 160 

At last* by special act of grace 
Hbe plaintiff meeis him foce to face. 
And bawls as loud as He could belloir : ' * 
*' Ha} whither now, thou vilest fellow ? 
" Sir, will you witness for my capture?" l€5 

I signified I would with rapture; . 
And then to magnify the sport ' 

He drags my pratler into court ; 
And thus, amidst the noise and rabble, 
Apollo sav'd me in the squabble. 170 



Yer. 170. ApeSo ta^i im.] It i« impowible diat the poet 
cauld hsTo more strongly ezpreaaed the force of his 
ludicrous distress than bj this condusion, sinoe he sayi 
in bb Art of Poetry, 

«< Nor let a god in person stand displ»7'd» 
« Dntess 4ie laboriog plot demand his ald^" 
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< SATIRE X. 

yjiHA, I did iny, that bis rough verses roU'd 

In nider staHe'precipitately bold; 
WboTeeds Lociiitts with sb food an eye. 
Foolishly fond, who can this charge deny ? 
But, tiiat with wit be laah'd a vicious age» 5 

He's frankly ^rais*d in the same equal page. 
Should I grant more, I may as well admit 
Laberiosf farces elegantly writ. . 

Tis not enough a bursting laugh to raise. 
And yet even this toxj well deserve its pi«ise ; 10 
CAose be yonr language; let your sense be clear, 
17of with a weight of words fatigue tbe ear. 
From grave to jovial you most change with >r^ < 
Kow play the critic's, now the poet!s part; 
In raUleiy assume a gayer air, 15 

ZMscreetly hide your strength, yoor vigor spare* 
For ridicule shall frequently prevail. 
And cnt the hno^ when graver reasons faU. 

The- aneient writers of the ceesic stage 
Onr imitation here may well engage, fld 

mo' read not Igr TigeUins, smooth of fhee. 
Or yonder ape, of horrible grimace. 
Calvns, Catullus better suit their vein. 
Whose wanton songs they chant in tunefhl strain. 

But yet a mighty feat it must be thought— fiS 
* His motley page with Greek and Latin's wrought !* 
Uockheads I who think it wonderful or hard» 
So oft perfonn*d by yonder Rhodian bard. 
' '*'Biit ianguagea each other may refine 
" (As Chian softanft the Falernian wUie> so 

4 
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** At \&at In ▼ene.*' Bat say, my rhyming friend. 
Were you that thief FetiUius to defend, 
Wliile other lawyer! sweated in ihe cause* 
And iirg'd in pure latiuity the laws : 31 

'While wondeiinr crowds iMpon tiieir laivaaf ehuni^ 
Would you forgetfal of yonr nati«e tonfue. 
In foreign words and brokea phnses speak, 
Ihe half-bred jaigon of a mongsel Greek i 

Italian born* I once pn^os'd to write 
Some Oredan 'versides, in deep of qig|it 40 

(When dreaau,th^rsay^etnie|]ioBtfsfewuler roM^ 
And awful spake, " Yon may as weU propose 
*< To carry timber to a wood, as throng 
" The crowded wribsra of the Greeian so^»" 

I<et swelling Fnrios on th> affiigtated stsge 4& 
Murder poor Itfemnon, or in muddy rage 
Deibrm.the head of Rhine: in idle yein 
I write^ what never shall presume t^ gain 
The prise, where Metius high in judgment siu 
To hear the labors of contending wits : 00 

Or where the people ^tb api^uding hands 
The well^wrought scene repoatedlF demands. 

Of all mnokind, in light andi cheerfhl strdn 
Irtndanius best cais psint Hm comie seenob 
The wily hariot, and the altsw% who join fiS 

To wipe the miser of his derUog eoin* 
Follio in pure Iambic nombe^ sings 
The tragic deeds of heroes and of k^igs ; 
And Varius in sublime and ardent vein 
Supports the grandeur of the epic strain; A) 

On Virgil all the rural muses smile. 
Smooth flow his lines, and elegai^t his style. . 

Ver. 61. Al FigiL 4IB.3, It if «b«iqH( ihis WIS lOlttM 
btfoiettM9nbUc9tt9iiofthe4Midi . 



Satire alone rMBim'd* no easy »trtilD> 
Which Varro and some ethers, tryd in 'Vain, 
Where I» perhaps, Mine slight siiecess may claim, dS 
tho* for inferior to th' inTentor's fcme : 
Kor from his head shall I presdme to teaf 
That sacred trreath, be well deserves to wear.' 

I said, his verse in muddy raptnre 'flows, 
And more his errors, than his beauties shows ; 70 
Btt^ prithee,' you that boast a critic's name, ' 
Den't you sometimes the mighty Homer Mame ! 
Does not Lucillus, tbo* of gentle strain, ^ 
Correct eren Accius and reform Ws scene ? 
And in his pleasantry old Bnnins rate, 75 

^hen his doll lines want dignity and weight? 
Yet when be spealcs of his own right to feme 
Confesses' frankly their superior claim. 

What then forbids 'onr equal right to *now 
"Why his own verses 'inharmonious flow f SO , 

Or whether in his subject lies the fault. 
Or in himself, that they're not higher wronght. 
Than if the art of verse Were to cofafine 
In ten low fiset a cold, dull Itogth of Une, ^ 

Content his rhyming talentsto display, 85 

fn twice an hundred verses twice a day. 
Such, Caseins, thy rapidity of son^, 
Which Kke a foaming river T»ottr*d along. 
Whose volum'd works (if fome be not a liar) 
Kindled arowad thy eorpe the funeral fire. gO 

XacUiaa rallies with poUter ease 
Than all the rhyming tribe «f ancient days, 
Nay. more forreet than him (I frankly own) 
Who form'4this kind of verse, to Gree«e unknown; 
Yet, were he fated to the present age, 95 

He sure had blotted the redundant page ; 
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Pran'd all la^iariMt excelleace away, 
And while he labor'd o*er th' instractive lay 
Would often scratch his head io dall despair, 
And to the quick his nails bemusiDg tear. .ipO 

Would you a reader's just esteem eagafe i 
Frvqi^eat correct with care the blotted pa^e, 
Hfor strive the wonder of the crowd to raise, 
3ut the few better judges learn to please. 
Be thlue, fond madman, some vile school to choosey 
Where to repeat the labors of your Muse, . 1S6 
While I, lilce hiss'd Arbuscula unaw'd, 
Despise the vulgar, since the knights applaudU 
. Say, shall that bug Fantitius move my spleen? • 
Shall I be tortured when a wretch obscene, .110 
Or foolish' Fannius, for a sordid treat 
With sweet Ttgellius, shall my verses rato ? 
Let PloUus, Variqs, and Mseceoas deign 
With Virgil, Valgius, to approve my straio ; 
Let good Octavius even endure my lays ; 119 
Let Fbicus read, and either Viscus praise ; 
Let me, with no. mean arts to purchase fame, 
PoUio, Messala, and his brother name : 
Let Bibulua and Serviua be my own. 
And Furnius for a critic's candor known; 1S9 

Among my learned friends are many more. 
Whose names I pass in modest silence o'er ; 
These .1 can wish to smile; eiyoy their praise; 
Hope to delight, and grieve if I displease. 
Be gone, Demetrius, to thy lovesome train 1S5 
Of minstrel scholars, and in sighing strain. 
With soft Hermogenes these rhymes deplore—^ 
Ilane, boy, transcribe me this one sutire tsore. ■ 
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SATIRE I. s 

HORACE. TRBBATIU8. 

HORACE. 
rpHERE are to whom too poignast I appear; 

Beyond the laws of satire too severe. . 
ISy lines are weak, uuainew'd, otiiers say— . 
A man might spin a thousand sach a day. . 
What shall I do, Trebatius ? 

TREBATIUB. 

Write no more. 5 

HORACE. 
What! ffiw the dear delight of scrihbUtig o*err 

TREJiATIUS. 
Tes. 

HORACE. 
Let me die hot your advice were best 
But, Sir, I cannot sleep; I cannot rest. 

tU» Salira Is very jwtty given in die Harm of a dia^ 
Istoa* .Tba imltatton of it kf Pope is one of tiie bapplert 
eflbrtsoflitoMase. 
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TREBATIUS. 
Swim o*er 4he Tiber, if yoa wapt to sleem 
Or the dull sense in tfothtr bottle tte^. 10 

Or to umnortid Caesar tone yoor lays* 
Indulge your geoios, and your fortune raise. 

HORACE. 
Oh ! were I equal to the glorious theme, 
Bristled with siiears bia iims war should gleam; 
A thousand darts should pierce the hardy Qaul, 15 
And from his liorse the wounded Parthian iiaU. 

TREBATIUS. 
Then give fab pewefbl virtues forth to fune; 
His fortitude and justice be your theme. 

HORACB. 
Yes. I wiM hold the daring Uieme in view. 
Perhaps hereafter your advice pursue. 0) 

But Caesar never will your Horace hear; 
A languid panegyric hurts bis ear. 
Too strongly guarded from the poefs lays 
He spoms the flatterer aod hb sauoy praiso. 

TREBATIUS. 
Better even this, than cnieUjp defame, S5 

And point buffoons and villains out by name. 
Sure to be hated even by those you spare. 
Who hate in just proportion as th^ fear. 

HORACE. 
Tell me, Trebatius, are not all mankind 
To different pleasures, dUforent whims inclinM ? SO 

V«r. IS. 01 were I efMrri.} WUle Horace Js pleading his 
iaaMIUj, be dMwa naHy wiat he omU do i»ike hlfkv^ 
watt* of poeftir. iim Mfcivaa mm fbva iaa giT«a l» 
these lines is JUnttaUe. 
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jrUonius dmces when his h«ad grows Usht^ 
iind the dim light shines double to his sight; 
The twi»4K>ni brothers in their sports divide ; 
Ff^lox loves boxing ; Castor joys to ride. 
Indulge me then in tins my sole delight, SS 

Like great and good'lncilias iet me wiite. 
Behold him frankly to his book imparl 
As to a friend, the secrets of his heart : 
To write was all his aim ; too heedless bard» 
And well or ill, nnworthy his regard. 40 

Hence the old man stands open tq^s^ar view, 
Tho' with a careless hand the piece he drew. 

His steps I follow in pursuit of fame. 
Whether Lucania or Apulia claim 
The honor of my birth ; for on the lands, 45 

9y Samnites once possest, Venusaatn stands, 
Al forward barrier, as old tales rekte, 
To stop the course of war and guard the state. 

Let this digression, as it may, succeed^ 
No honest man shall by my satire bleed ; 50 

It guards me like a sword, and safe it lies. 
Within the sheath 'UU thieves and villains rise. 

Dread k'mg and father of the mortal race. 
Behold me, harmless bard, how fond of peace I 
And may all kinds of mischief-making steel 55 
In rust, eternal rust, thy vengeance feel. 
Bnt he who hurts me (nay, I will be heard} 
Had better take a lion by the beard ; 

Yer. 97. BehM him /rmkfy, &c} Saoadon, who can Had 
any Uuog any where, sayrthlg Is a concealed and malkdow 
■aKre oa LadllM. I own I see no shadow of a leason 
for such a mppoaittea; neither did Pope, it appeai% wU 
tins parodies, 

** I love to poor out all otyself as plsia 

"As downright Shippen, or as old Montagne ; 

*' In them as certain to be lovM as seen, 

<* The seal steed foith, nof kept a ihoi«ht vidiin.'' 
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.His eyes sbsU weep the folly of bis toagtie, 
By laagfaing crowds in rueful ballad sung. tl6 

Hi' informer Cenrins threatens with tbe laws; 
Turlus your judge, you surely lose your cause : 
Are you ihe object of Canidia*s tiate^ 
J)rugs» poisoBS, ineanUCions, are your iate : 
For powerful nature to her creatures shows 65 
With various arms to terrify their foes. 
The wolf with teeth, the bull with horns can figl)t; 

. Whence, but from instinct and an inward light i 
His lonrliT'd mother trusts to Scaeva's care- 

TREBATIUS. 
No deed of blood his pious hand could dare ? ^ 70 

HORACE. 

Wondrous indeed! that bulls ne'er strive to bite, 
Kor wolves, with desperate horns, engage in fight. 
Ko mother's blood tlie gentle Scseva spiUs, 
But with a draught of boney'd poison kills. 

Then, whether age my peaceful hours attend, 75 
Or death his sable pinions round me bend : 
Or rich, or poor; at Borne ; to e«il^ driven: 
Whatever lot by powerful Fate is givfn, 
See me resolv'd to write. 

TREBATIUS. 

How much I dread 79 
Tbydays are short { some lord shall strike thee dead 
With freeaing look— 

HORACE. 

What i when with hfiuest nge 
JJn«Uins lash'd the vices of hb i^e ; 
From conscious villains tore the mask away. 
And stripp'd them naked to the glare of day. 
Were islius or his friend (whose glorious name 65 
From conquered Cartbage dtathlMS rose to ftome) 
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Were thej dbpleas*d, wben villains and tbeir crimtti 
Were cover'd o*er with infamy and rhymes ? 
The high and low alike his censure own, 
To viitae and her votaries just alone. 90 

But soon as Scipio, once in arms approvM, 
And Leelius, for his milder wisdom lov'd. 
Could from the noisy world with him retreat. 
They langh*d at alt the busy iarce of state, 
EAloy'd the vacant hour, the social jest, 95 

Until their herbs, their, frufal feast, were dreat. 

What the' with great Lucilius I disclaim 
All saucy livalship of birth or fame. 
Spite of herself even Envy must confess. 
That I the friendship of the great possess, KM> 
And, if she dare attempt my honest fame. 
Shall break her teelh against my solid name. 
Thia is my plea ; on this I rest my cause— , 

What says my council, learned in the laws ? 

TREBATIUS. 
Your case is dearer; yet let me advise; 106 

Tor sad mishaps from ignorance arise. 
Behold the pnins and penalties decreed 
To libellers^ 

nORACB. 
To libeHers indeed. 
But, if with truth his characters he draws. 
Even Caesar shall support the poet's cause ; HO 
The formal process shall be turn'd to sptHt, 
And yon dismbt witii honor by the court. ■ ■ 

▼er. 89. The Ay* «i4 Ipw.] ^ Hits coaplct is altered from 
foar lilies of Fhmcii, Who has copied this line of Pvpe, 

"To Tiitoe only and her friends a friend.'* 
Pope has improved on Horace, as the good and bad are 
cqaaUy entitled to oar jtiitice, jhoogh not to our fliaad- 
■hip. Bot though an imitatoi* may improTe the Bonis of 
his aicbetype, a treaslater should not, 
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SATIRE II. 

"ITITHAT, imd how great the virtue, frien'ds, to live 

On what the gods with frugal boun^ give 
(Nor are they miae, but sage Ofellus' rules. 
Of mother wit» aa4 ^'^^ without the schools) 
Come learn with me, but learn before ye dine, 9 
Ere with luxurious pomp the table shines ; 
Ere yet its madding splendors are display'd. 
That dull the sense and the weak mind mislead. 
Tet why before wo dine ? I'll tell ye, friends, 
A judge, when bribed, but ill to truth attends. 10 

Pursue the chase; th* unmanagM courser rein: 
Or, if the Roman war ill suit thy vein. 
To Orecian revels fonn'd, at tennis play. 
Or at the manly discus waste the dax; 
With vigor hurl it thro' the yielding air IS 

(The sport shall make the labor less severe) 
Then, when the loathings, that frpm surfeits ris^ 
Are queird by toil, a frugal meal despise ; 
Then the Falernian grape with pride disclaim, 
Unless with honey we correct its flame. (0 

Your butler strolls abroad ; the wintered sea 
Defends its fish ; but you can well allay 
The stomach's angry roar with bread and salt- 
Whence can thisrise,yDaaak ; from whence thefimltt 

Pope has Imitated Ihls Satire. . 
Vtr, II. Pursue the ehatct &cj 
** Go him^ work, exerelie, (he dras began) 
" Then worB a bomely dinner if je ean." Pepe, 
I>r. Wsrtod jmtly obaerres, that, these Unes are much 
tafeHor to Horace, whose mention of many particolar ex- 
ercises gives a pleaaing variety. ^ 
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Id yon consists the pleasure of the treat, S5 

Kot in the price, or flavour of the meat. 

Let the strong toil give relish to the dish. 
Since nor the various luxuries of fish, 
Ni>r foreign wild fowl can delight the pale 
Surfeit swohi guest ; jret I shall ne'er prevail ^ 
To make our men of taste a pullet choose, 
And the gay peacock with its train refuse; 
For the rare Bird at mighty price is sold. 
And lo ! what wonders from its tail unfold ! 
But can these whims a higher gusto raise, $s 

tJnless you eat the plumage that you praise » 
Or do its glories, when 'tis boil'd, remain i 
No ; 'tis th' unequall'd beauty of his train 
Deludes your ^e, and diarms you to the feasl^ 
For hens and peacocfcs ar« alike in taste. 49 

But say, by what discernment are yon tanght 
To know, that this voracious pike was caught 
Where the full river's lenient waters glide. 
Or wherethe bridges break the rapid tide : 
In the mid ocean, or where Tiber pays 45 

With broader course his tribute to the seas ? 
[ Madly yon praise the midlet's three pound weight. 
And yet you stew it pieice-meal ere you eat; 
Your eye deceives you ; wherefore else dislike 
The natural greatness of a fiill-grown pike, SO 
I Yet in a mullet so much joy express ? 
" Pikes are by nature large, and mulleU less." 

Give me, the harpy.throated glutton cries. 
In a large dish a mullet's mighty sixe: 
Descend, ye southern winds, propitious haste; » 
And with unwholesome rankness taint the^east. 
O 
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And yet it needs not; for when such excess 
Shall his o*er>jaded appetite oppress, 
The new-caught turbo^s tainted ere he eat, 
And bitter herbs are a delicious treat. GO 

Btat still some andent poverty remains; 
An egt( and olive yet a place maintains 
At wealthy tables; nor, till late, the fame 
Of a whole staripeon damn*d a Praetor's name. 

Did ocean then a smaller tnrbot sHeld i & 

The towering stork did once in safety build 
Her airy nest, nor was the tnrbot caught. 
Till your great Praetor better precepts taught. 

Proclaim, that roasted cormorants are a feast, 
Our docile youth obey the man of taste ; TO 

But sage Ofellus marks a decent mien 
A sordid and a frugal meal between ; 
For a profuse expence in vain yon shun. 
If into sordid avarice you run. 

Avidienus, who with surname just 75 

Was caird the dog» in filSiiness of gust 
Wild cornels, olives five years old, devoured. 
And witli sour wine his vile libations poui'd. 
When rob*d in white he mark*d with festal mirth 
His diQT of marriage, or his hour of birth, 80 

IVom his own bottle, of some two-pound weight. 
With oil, of execrable stench replete. 
With cautious hand he dropp'd his cabbage o'er. 
But spai'd hto ancient vinegar no more. 

How shall the wise decide, thus uxg'd betwtenSS 
The proverb's ravening wolf and dog obec e ne? 
!Let him avoid an equal wretchedness 
Of sordid fil^i, or prodigal -excess; 
Kor his pobr slaves like old Albucins rate. 
When be gives orden for some cuioui trest: go 
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^or yet like Kaevius, carelessly unclean^ 
His guests with greasy water entertain. 

This too is vile. Now mark, what blessings flow 
From frugal meals; and first they (can bestow 
Tliat prime of blessings, health : for you'll confess 95 
That various meats the stomach must oppress. 
If you reflect how light, how well you were, 
"Whea plain and simple was the cheerful fare ; 
But roast, and boil'd, when you promiscuous eat. 
When fowl and shell-fish in confusion meet, 100 
Sweets turo'd to choler, with cold phlegm engage. 
And in the stomach civil warfare wage. 

Behold how pale the .sated guests arise 
From. suppers puzzled with varieties! 
The body too, with yesterday's excess 105 

Burtben'd and tir'd, shall the pure soul depress; 
Weigh down this portion of celestial birth. 
This breath of God, and fix it to the earth. 

Who down to sleep from a short supper lies. 
Can to tlie next day's business vigorous rise, 110 
0T jovial wander, (when the rolling year 
Brings back the festal day,) to better cheer. 
Or when his wasted strength he would restore. 
When years approach, and age's feeble hour 
A softer treatment claim. But if in prime ll(» 
Of youth and health you take before your time 
The luxuries of life, where is their aid 
When age or sickness shall your strength invade ? 

Our fathers lov'd (and yet they had a nose) 
A taintttd boar: but I believe they chose 1S9 

The mouldy fragments with a friend to eat, 
JfoT by themselves devour it whole, and sweet. 
Oh ! that the earth, when vigorous and young» 
Had borne ne this heroic cace among I 
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Do yoa the voice of Fame with pleasure hear? ISS 
(Sweeter than rtaee it charais the hnmni ear) 
Behold, what infamy and ruin rise 
From a large dish, where tiie large tmbot lies ; 
Tour friends, yoor neighbours all your folly hate, 
And you yourself, in vain, shall purse your fiite. 
When, tho* you wish for death, you want tiie pelf 
To purchase even a rope to bang yourself, 

" These precepts well may wretched TVandns rate; 
" But why to me ? So large is my estate, 
" Aad such an ample revenue it brings US 

'" To satiate even the avarice of kings." 
Then why not better use this proud evoess 
Of worthless wealth ? Why lives in deep distress 
A man unworthy to be poor, or why 
Our sacred shrines in aged ruins Ue ? 140 

Why not of such a massy treasure spare 
To thy dear country, wretch, a moderate dtare i 
Shalt thou aloue no change of iintune know ? 
Thou future laughter to thy deadliest foe ! 

But who, with conscious spirit self-securs, itf 
A change of fortune better shall endure ? 
He, who with such variety or«bod 
Pampers his follies, and enflames Us Uood, 
Or he, contented with his frugal store. 
And wisely cautious of the future hour, UC 

Who in the time of peace with prudent care 
Shall for th' extremities of war prepare f 

But, deeper to impress this nsefol truth, 
I knew the sage Ofellus in my youth, ' 
Living, when wealthy, at no larger rate, ]jji 

Than in his present more contracted state. | 

I saw the hardy hireling till the ground 
CTwas once Ibis own estate; and while ermiAd 
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His cattle gtufd, and children listening stood. 
The cheerful swain his pleasing taie pursn'd. 160 

On working days X had no idle treat. 
But a smot*d teg of pork and greens I eat ; 
Yet when anriv'd some long-expected goes^ 
Or rainy weather gave an hour of rest* 
If a kind neighbour then a yisit paid* 1§5 

An entertainment more profuse I made ; 
. Tho' with a kid, or pullet well content, 
Ke'er for luxurious fish to Rome I sent ; 
With nuts and figs I crown*d the cheerful board. 
The largest that the season could afibrd. 170 

The social glass went round witli cheerfulness. 
And our sole rule was to avoid excess. 
Our due libations were to Ceres paid, 
To bless our corn, and fill the rising blade. 
While the gay wine dispeird each anxious care, 175 
And smooth'd the wrinkled forehead too severe. 

Let fortune rage, and new disorders make. 
From sach a life how little can she take ? 
Or have we liv*d at a more frugal rate 
Since this new stranger seised on our estate P 180 
ITature will no perpetual heir assign, 
Or make the farm his property or mine. 
He tom'd us out: but follies all his own. 
Or law>8Qits and thttr knaveries yet unknown. 
Or, all his follies >and his law-suits past, 185 

Some long-liv'd heir shall turn him out at last. 
The iarm, once mine, now bears Umbrenus* name; 
The use alone, not proper^ we claim ; 
Then be not with your present lot deprest, ^ 
And meet the Aiture with undaunted breast, igt 
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SATIRE in. 

DAMASIPPU8. HORACE. 

DAMASIPPUS. 
TF hardly once a quarter of a year. 

So idle grown, a single sheet appear ; 
If angry at yoarself, that sleep and wine 
Enjoy your hours, while anxious to refine , 
Your labors past, no more your voice you ruse 5 
To aught that may deserve the public praise. 
What shall be done ? when Saturn^s jovial feast 
Seem*d too luxuriant to your sober taste, 
Hither you fled. Then try the pleasing strain : 
Come on : begin. 

HO^tACE. 
Alas ! 'tis all in vain, 10 

While I with impotence of rage a(>use 
My harmless pens, the guiltless walls accuse ; 
Walls, that seem rais'd in angiy heaven's despite. 
The curse of peevish poets, when they write. 

DAMASIPPUS. 

And yet you threatened sometliing woddrous great, 15 
When you should warm you in your countiy-sea^ 
Why crowd the volumes of the Grecian sage, 
Rang'd with the writers of the comic stage ? 
lliink you the wrath of eovy to appease. 
Your virtue lost in idleness and ease ? to 
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Unhappy bard, to sure contempt yon mo* 
Then learn the Siren idleness to shun. 
Or poorly be content to lose the fame, 
'Which yonr past hoars of better life might claim. 

HORACE. 
Sage Damasippas, may the powers divine, fi5 

For this same excellent advice of thine. 
Give thee a barber, in their special grace. 
To nurse your beard, that wisdom of the ftce.' 
Tet, prithee, tell me whence I'm so well known. 

DAMASIPPUS. 
When I had lost all business of my own, SO 

And at th' exchange my shipwrecked fortunes broke, 
I minded the afl^rs of other folk. 
In rare antiques full curious was my taste, 
Here the rude chissel's rougher strokes I trac'd ; 
In flowing brass a vicious hardness found, S5 

Or bought a statue for five hundred pound. 
^A perfect connoisseur at gainful rate, 
I purcbas'd gardens, or a mansion.seat. 
Thus thro' the dty was I known to fame. 
And Mercury's favorite my public name. 40 

HORACE. 
I knew your illness, and amaa'd beheld 
Tour sudden cure. 

SAHASIPPUS. 

A ne^ disease expeird 
My old distemper : as when changing pains 
Fly to the stomach from the head and reins, 
llius the lethargic, starting from his bed 45 

In boxing frenzy, broke his doctoi's head. 

HORACi. * 

Spare but this frensy,-tt9e me as yon please^ 
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DAlfASIPPUS. 
Gk>od Sir, don't triumph in your own disease. 
For all are fools or mad, as well as you. 
At least, if what Stertinius says, be true, £0 

Whose wonderous precepts' I with pleasure heard. 
What time he bade me nurse Uiis reverend beard. 
Cheerful from the Fabrician bridge depart. 
And with the words of comfort fiU'd my heart. 

For when, my fortune's lost, resolv'd I stood, 55 
Covering my head, to plunge into the flood. 
Propitious he addrest me— 

STEtfnMIUS. 

Friend, take heed, 
Kor wrong yourself by this unworthy deed. 
Tis but a vidous modesty to fear 
Among the mad a madman tP appear. 60 

But listen heedful first, while I explain 
What madness is, what error of the brain ; 
And iftn you alone appear its power. 
Then bravely perish : I shall say no more. 

Whom vieioos pasdons, or whom ftlsebood, blind, 
Are by the stoics held of madding kind. G5 

All but the wise are by this process bound. 
The subject nations, and the monarch crown'd. 
And they, who call you fool, with equal claim 
May plead an^ ample title to the name. fo 

When in a wood we leave the certain way 
One error fools us, tho' we various stray, 
Some to the left, and some to t'other side; 
So he, who dares thy madness to deride, 
Tho' you may frankly own yourself a fool* 75 
•Behind him trails his mark of ridieole. 
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For yarious follies fill the human breast, 

As, with unreal terrors ivheii possest. 

A wretch in superstitious frenzy cries, 

I/> ! in the plain what rocks, what rivers rise ! 80 

A different madness, tho* not less, inspires 

Tlie fool, who rushes wild thro' streams and Ares ; 

His mother, sister, father, friends and wife, 

Ciy out, in vain, ah ! yet preserve thy life ; , 

Tliat headlong ditch ! how dreadful it appears ! 8^ 

That hanging precipice ! no more he hears. 

Than drunken Fusius, lately at a play 

Who fairly slept Ilioue away. 

While the full pit, with clamorous thousands, cries, 

Arise, dear mother, to my aid, arise. gO 

l?ow listen while full clearly I maintain 
Such is the vulgar error of thetirain. 
Some rare antique, suppose, your madness buys; 
Is he, who lends the money, less unwise ? 
Or if the usurer Perillius said, 95 

Take what I ne'er expect shall be repaid. 
Are you a fool to take it, or not more 
T* affront the god, who sends the shining store ? 

PERILLIUS. 
Aj\ but I make him on a banker draw— 

STERTINIUS. 
Tis not enough : add all the forms of law ; 100 
The knotty contracts of Cicuta's brain. 
This wicked Proteus qhall escape the chain : 

Ver. 87. Thm dnmkm FutUu.'] Fusius was an actor, ^0 
played the character of Ilione, who was to be wakened 
by Ae ghost of her son Polydore, in these words, ** Dear 
** Mother, hear me;" but beuig drunk, he- fell really 
asleei), and, not answering, aU the aadience repeated the 

02 
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Drag him to justice, he's a bird, tree, stone. 

And laughs, as if his cheeks vere not his own. ' 

If bad economists are &eld unwise, 105 

In good economy some wisdom lies. 
And then Perillius is of tainted bnun. 
Who takes your bond, to sue for it in rain. 

Come all, whose breasts with bad ambition rise. 
Or the pale passion, that for money diA, 110 

With luxury, or superstition^s gloom. 
Whatever disease your Ijealth of mind consume. 
Compose your robes; in decent ranks draw near» 
And, that ye all are mad, with reverence hear. 

Misen make whole Auticyra their own : 115 
V Its hellebore re8erv*d for them alone. 
Staberitts thus compellM his heirs t'engrave 
On his proud tomb what legacies he gave, 
€te- stand condemnM to give the crowd a feast. 
By Arrius form'd in elegance of taste, 1$0 

And gladiators, even an hundred pair. 
With- all the corn of Afiic's fruitful year. 
Such is my will, and whether fool or wise» 
I scorn your censures the testator cries. 
Wisely perceiving— 

DAMAarPPUS. 

What could he perceive, 1^ 
Thus on his tomb his fortune to engrave i 

STERTIMIUS. 
Long as be liv'd, he look'd on poverty. 
And shunn'd it as a crime of blackest dye ; 
And bad he died one farthing less in pelf. 
Had seem'd a wortliless vUlain to himself; 190 
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for ▼irtoe, glory, beauty, all divine 
And human powers, immortal gold f ate thine; 
And he, who piles the shining he^p, shall rise 
Koble, brave, j 
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You will not call him wise. . 

BTBRTINItrat 
Tes ; any tiling ; a monarch, if he please ; 135 
And thus Staberius, nobly fond of praise. 
By latest times might hope to be admii'd. 
As if his virtue had his wealth acquirM. 
When ArisUppus, on the Lybian waste 
Commands his slaves, because it stopp'd their haste. 
To throw away his gold, does he not seem 141 
To be as mad, in opposite extreme I 

DAMASIPPUS. 
By such examples, truth can ne'er be try*d : 
Th^ but perplex the question, not decide. 

STERTINIDS. 
tf a man fill'd his cabinet with lyres, 145 

union neither mosic charms, nor Muse inspires: 
Should he buy lasts and knives, who never made 
A shoe ; or if a wight, who hated trade. 
The sails and tackle for a vessel bought, 
BCadman or fool he might be justly thought. IfiO 
But^ prithee^ where's the dtfierence, to behold 
A wrefecb, who heaps and hides liis darling gold ; 
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TTiikiiowiDg how to use the massy store, 
Yet dreads to violate the sacred ore? 

"With a long club, and ever-open eyes, 159 

To guard his. corn its wretched master lies, 
Kor dares, tho' hungry, touch the hoarded gmn, 
While bitter herbs his frugal life sustain; 
If in his cellar lie a thousand flasks 
(Kay, let them rise to thrice a thousand casks^ 
Of old Falemian, or of Chian vine, 101 

Yet if he drink mere vinegar for wine ; 
If, at fourscore, of straw he made his bed, 
While moths upon bis rotting carpets fed. 
By few, forsooth, a madman he is thought, < lG$ 
For Kalf mankind the same disease have caught. 

Thou dotard, cursed in the love of pelf, 
For fear of starving, will you starve yourself? 
Or do you tliis ill-gotten treasure save 
For a luxurious son, or favorite slave ? 170 

How little would thy mass of money waste. 
Did you on better oil and cabbage feast. 
Or on thy clotted hair and dandruff-head, 
A sweeter essence more profusely shed ? 
If nature wish for no immoderate store, « 175 
TIten why forswear, and rob, and steal for more ? 

Yet are you sound ? But when your folly raves 
If you should stone the people or your slaves ; 
Those slaves, whom you with pelf,how precious I buy, 
A roadman, madman, even the children cry. 180 
Is your head safe, although you hang your wife. 
Or take by poison your old mother's life i 
What! nor in Argos you commit, the dteip 
Vol did yoar mother by a dagger bleed } 
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Kor by a mad Orestes was she slain— 189 

IBut was Orestes of untunted brain, 
Or was he not by furies dire possest. 
Before he plnng'd the dagger in her breast? 

Yet from the time you hold him hurt in mind. 
His wildest aetions are of harmless kind. igo 

. He neither stabs his sister nor his friend; 
In a few curses his worst passions end ; 
He calls her fury, or whatever names 
riow from a breast, which chbler high enflames. 

Opimiqs, wanting even what he possest, 1Q$ 
la earthern cups, on some more solemn feast, 
QuafiTd the poor juices of a meagre vine. 
On week-days dead^d vapid was his wine, 
"When with an heavy lethargy opprest. 
His heir in triumph ran from chest to chest; 200 
Swift to his aid his faithful doctor flies. 
And to restore him this expedient tries; 
From out his bags he pours the shining store. 
And bids a crowd of people count it o'er; 
Then placM the table near his patient's bed, S05 
And loud, as if he rous'd him from the dead, 
" Awake, and guard your wealth; this moment wake: 
** Your ravening heir will every shilling take." 
What ! while I live t "Then, wake, that you may live ; 
*' Here take the best prescription I can give. 210 
" Your bloodless veins, your appetite shall fail, 
" Unless you raise them by a powerful meal. 
" Take this ptisane-" What will it cost ? nay, hold. 
« A very trifle." Sir, I wiU be told.~ 
" Three pence."~Alas ! what does it signify, 815 
Whether by doctors, or by thieves I die? 
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DAMASIPPUS. 
Who thenissoQAd? 

STERTINIUS. i 

Whoever's noi ft fool. 

DAHASIPPUS. 
What think you of the miser ? 

STERTINIUS. - 

By my nile, 
Both fool and ratdman. 

DAMASIPPUS. 

Is he sonnd and well. 
If not a miser? 

STERTINIUS. 
Ko. 

DAMASIPPUS.' 

I prithee tell, 9Z0 

Good stoic, why? 

STERTINIUS. 

Let us suppose you heard 
An able doctor, who percfaaace deciar'd 
His patient^s stomach good; yet shall he lis^ 
Or is he veil ? ah ! no, the doctor coes, 
Because a keen Tariety of pains 885 

Attack the wretch'ii aide, or vex his reins. 

Tou are not perjur'd, nor to gold a slave; 
Let Heaven your grateful sacrifice receive. 
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But if yovr hnut with bold amlHtioii gloir«. 
Set sail where hellebore abundent grows. tSO 

For, prithee, say, what diiference can you find. 
Whether to scoundrels of the Vilest kind 
Ton throw away your wealth in lewd excess. 
Or know not to enjoy what you possess P 
When rich Oppidins, as old ules relate, 8S5 

.To his two sons divided his estate, 
Two ancient fimns, he callM them to his bed. 
And dying thns with fisultering accent said ; 
In your loose robe when I have seen you bear 
Tour play-things, Aulos, with an heedless air, MO 
Or careless give them to your friends away. 
Or with a gamester's desperate spirit play; 
While yon, Tiberius, anidous counted o'er 
Tour childish wealth, and hid the litt)e store, 
A different madness seem'd to be your fate, 945 
Misers or spendthrifts born to imitate. 
Then, by our household gods, my sons, I charge. 
That you ne*er lessen, that you ne'er enlant* 
What seems sufficient to your tender sire. 
And nature's most unbounded wants require. £00 

That gloiy ne^Br may tempt ye, hear this oath, 
By whose eternal power I bind ye botii, 
Curs'd be the wretch, an object of my hate, 
Whoe'er accepts an ofltoe in the state. 
Will you in largesses exhaust your store, fS6 

TbAt you may proudly stalk the circus o^er ? 

.Or in the capstol embron^d may stand, 
Spoil'd of your fortune and paternal land,' 
And thus, fursooth, Agrippa's praise engage. 
Or shew, with r^ynard's tricb, the lion's rage? 969 
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HHierefore does Aju. thus unbniied lie ? 
AGAMEMNON. 
We are a king. 

STERTINIUS. 
A base Plebeian I, 
Shall ask no more. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Twas just what we decreed ; 
But, if you think it an unrighteous deed, 
Id safety speak. We here our rights resign. S66 

STERTINIUS. 
Greatest of monarchs, may tlie powers divine 
A safe return permit you to enjoy. 
With your victorious fleet, fipom ruin*d Troy- 
Bat may I ask, and answer without fear? £^ 

AGAMEMNON. 
Tou ifcaay. 

STERTINIUS. ^ 
Then wherefore rots great Ajax here. 
For many a Grecian sav'd who well might claim 
To brave Achilles the next place in fiune? 
Is it that Priam, and the sires of Troy, 
Hay view his carcass with malignant joy. 
By whom their sons so oft destroy'd in fight 875 
In their own country want the funeral rite ? 

AGAMEMNON. 
A thousand sheep the frantic kill'd, and ciy'd, 
" Here botli Atxides ; there tTJysses died." 
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8TER1TNIUB. 

When yoTirovn chHd you to the altar led, 
And pottr'd the salted meal upon her head ; £80 
'Wfien yoa beheld the lovely victim slain, 
TJnnataral father! were yoa sound of brain? 

AGAMEMNOBT.. 
Why not ? 

STBRTINIUS. 

Then what did frantic Ajax do. 
When in his rage a thousand sheep he slew ? 
Nor on his wife or son he drew his sword, S85 
But on your head his imprecations poured; 
Nor on his brother turn'd the vengeful steel, 
Kor did tJiysses his resentment feel. 

AGAMEMNON. 
But I, while adverse winds tempestuous roar. 
To loose our fated navy from the shore £go 

Wisely with Uood the powers divine atone— 

STERTINIUS. 
What ! your own blood, you madman ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Ye», my own; 
But yet not mad. 

STERTENIUS. 
. ms a dlsordei'd head. 
Which, by the passions ia conftision led. 
The images of right and wrong mistakes, -figS 
And rage or folly no great difference makes* 



a06 SAI'IAES. BoofcR. 

Was Aj^ mad, when tboae poor lambs be slew. 
And are your senses rigbt, vhile you porstte. 
With such a crime, an empty title's fame? 
Is the heart pure high-swelling for a name? 300 

Should a man take a lamUun in his diair. 
With fondling names caress the spotless fair ; 
Clothes, maids and gold, as for his child, intyvid^ 
And a stout husband for the lovely bride. 
His civU rights the judge trould take away, 909 
And to trustees in guardianship convey. 
Then sure you will not call him sound of bxain. 
By whom his daughter for a lamb was slain. 
Blood>8taiQ'd Bellona thunderi round hu head. 
Who is by glassy fame in triumph led. 310 

Now try the sons of luxury, you'll find, 
That^reason proves them fools of madding kind, 
A thousand talents yonder youtli receives. 
Paternal wealth, and straight bis orders gives. 
That all the trades of elegance and taste, 315 

All who witli wit and humor joy a feast. 
The impious crowd, that fills the Tuscan street. 
And the whole shambles at his house should meet. 
What then ? they frequent his command obey'd. 
And thus his speech the wily Pander made. 300 
Whatever these people have : whatever is nune ; 
To-day, to-morrow send, be sure is thine. 

Hear the just youth this generous answer make, 
" In clumsy boots, dear hunter for my sake, 
** You sleep in wild Lncanla*s snowy waste, 3S5 
" That I at night on a whole boar m^r feast. 
** For fish you boldly sweep the wintry seas, 
*' That I, unworthy may ecjoy my ease. 
" Let each five hundred pAmds, with pleasure, take, 
** To thee, dear Pander, I a present make 330 
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" Of twice a fliousand, that with all hw charms 
" Your wife at night may run lato my arms.** * 

Aa actor's son dissolved a wealthy pearl 
(Tlie precious ear-ring of his favoiite girl) 
In vinegar, and thus luxurious quaff*d 335 

A thousand solid talents at ^ draught. 
Had he not equally his wisdom shown. 
Into the sink or river wete it thrown? 

A noble pair of brothers, twins, in tfutb. 
In all th' excesses, trifles, crimes of youth, 34a 
On nightingales of monstrous purchase din*d ; 
. What is their process ? Are they sound of mind ? 

Suppose, in childish architecture skilPd, 
A bearded sage his castle-cottage build. 
Play odd and even, ride his reedy cane, 345 

And yoke his harnessM mice, 'tis mai^ness plain. 
But what if reason, powerful reason, prove 
lis more than equal childishness to love ? 
If there's no difference, whether in the dust 
Tdu sport your infent works, or high in lust, 350 
An harlot's cruelty with tears deplore, 
.Will you, like much-chang'd Polemon of yore. 
Throw off the ensigns of the dear disease. 
The arts of dress, and earnestness to please ? 
For the gay youth, tho' high with liquor warm'd, 355 
Was by the sober sage's doctrine charm'd ; 
Chastis'd he listen'd to th' instructive lore. 
And from his head the breathing gai'land tore. 

A peevish boy shall profer'd fruit despise ; 
** Take it, dear puppy." No, and yet he dies S&) 
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of Cleopatra. 
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If you refuse it. Does not this discover 

The frovard soul of a discarded lover. 

Thus reasoning with himself? Whatl when thus 

' slighted 
Shall I return, return tho* uninvited ? 
Yes, he shall sure return, and lingering wait 865 
At the proud doors he now presumes to Uate. 
** Shall I not go if she submissive send, 
" Or here resolve., my injuries slialL end ? 
•* ExpeU'd, recall'd, shall I gb back again i 
** No ; let her kneel ; for she shall kneel in vain." 
Wiien lo ! his wily servant well replyVi, SJl 

Think not by rule and reason. Sir, to guide 
What ne'er by reason or by measure move. 
For peace and war succeed by turns in love« 
And while tempestuous these emotions roll, 9J5 
And float ^ith blind disorder in the soul, 
"Who strives to fix them by oqe certain rule. 
May by right rule and reason play the fool. 

When from the roof the darted pippins bound. 
Does the glad omen prove your senses sound ? 380 
With aged tongue you breathe the lisping phrases^ 
Is he more mad, who that child-cottage raises ? 
Then add the murders of this fond desire. 
And with the sword provoke the madding fire. 

When jealous Marius late his mistress slew, 3B5 
' And from a precipice himself he threw. 
Was he not mad, or can you by your rule 
Condemn the murderer, and absolve the fooH 
But tho' in civil phrase you change the name. 
Madman and fool for ever are the same. 890 

With hands clean wash'd, a sober, ancient wight 
Uaa praying thro' the streets st early ligh<^ 
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** Snatch me firom death; grant me alone to live; 
" Ko mighty boon; with ease the gods canjriva." 
Sound were his senses, yet if he' were sold, 305 
His master sure this weakness must "hate told. 
And if not fond a law-snit to maintain, 
Must have eonfess'd the slave unsoond of 'brain. 
This crowd is 1^ the doctrine of oar schools 
£nroird in the large family of fools. 400 

Her child beneath a quartin fever lies 
For full five months, when the fond mother crie9« 
" Sickness and health are thine, all powerful Joveb 
*' Then from my son tliis dire disease remove, 4M 
" And, when your priests thy solemn fast proclaim, 
** Naked the boy shall stand in Tiber^s stream." 
Should chance, or the physician'li art up-raise 
Her infitnt firom this desperate disease, 
The frantic dame shall plunge her hapless boy, 
Bring back the fisver, and the child destroy. 410 
Tell me, what horrors thus have turned her head ^ 
Of the good gods a superstitious dread. 

DAMA8IPPUS. 

These arms Stertinius gave me, our eighth sage. 
That none unponish'd may provoke my rage ; 
"Who caUs me mad, shall bear himself a fool, 416 
And know he trails bis mark of ridicule. 

HORACE. 
Great stoic, so may better bargains raise 
Tour ruinM fortune, tell me, if you please, 
Since follies are thus various in their kind. 
To what dear madoess am I mutt inclined. 4M 
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For I, ae^tiiks, my reasoa wUl maintain-- 

DAMASIPPUS. 
What ! did Asave then suspect her brain, 
When by a bacchanalian frens^ led 
In her «wn hand the carried her •eon's head P 

HORACE. 
Since we mnst yield to truth, 'tis here confest^ 425 
I am a fool ; with m adness too possest. 
But since my mind*s distemper'd, if yon please. 
What seems the proper kind of my disease i 

DAMASIPPUS. 
First that yon build, and scarce of two foot height. 
Mimic the mighty stature of the great. 430 

While yon, forsooth, a dwarf in arms deride. 
His haughty spirit, and gigantic ftride, 
Tet are yon less ridiculous, who dare. 
Mere mimic, with Msecenas to compare ? 

Perchance, a motlier-frog had stroU'd abroad, 435 
When a foil ox upon her young ones trod ; 
Tet one alone escapM, who thus ezprest 
The doleful news—" Ah me I a monstrous beast 
•* My brothers hath dcstroy'd.'* How large? she cries. 
And swelling forth— was this the monster's sise t 400 
Then larger grows—What! is he larger still? 
When more and more she strives her bulk to fill ; 
" Nay, tho* you burst, yon ne*er shall be so great." 
Ko idle image, Horace, of thy state. 
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ITour ▼ersas too ; that oil, vhich feeds the flame ; 
If ever bard was wise, be thiiie the name. 440 
That horrid rage of temper— 

HORACE.. 

Yet have done? 

DAMASIPPDS. 
That vast ezpence~ 

HORACE. 

Good stoic, miad your own* 
DAMASIPPDS. 
Those thousand fniioos passions for the fiur.^ 

HORACE. 
Thou mightier fool, inferior ideots spare. 450 
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SATIRE IV. 

HOKAC£. CATIUS. 

HORACE. 
'Cir HENCE comes my Catius? Wbither in sich 
'' haste ? 

CATIUS. 
I have no time in idle prate to waste. 
I must away to treasure in my mii^d 
A set of precepts, noyel and refin'd ; 
Such as Pythagoras could never reach, 5 

Hot Socrates, nor scienc'd Piato teach. 

HORACE. 
I ask your, pardon, and confess my crime. 
To interrupt you at so cross a time. 
But yet, if aught escap'd thro* strange neglect* 
You shall with ease the wisdom recollect, 10 

Whether you boast, from nature or from art, 
This wonderous gift of holding things by heart. 

CATieS. 

I meant to store them total in my head. 

The matter nice, and wrought of subtle thread. 

Saoadon, in his introductory note, saft, the friend of 
CaUm was as ignorant of cookery as he was of philo- 
sophy. I thiulL it more probable that he was describing 
what w«re really esteemed delUioos at the tables of 
Rome. It is carious - enough that this sagacioiM critic 
t^ces the obvious irony of Catius all throogii the Sattoe 
for seriow pomposity. 
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HORACE. 
But prithee, Catius, vhat*s your sage's aame : 15 
Is be a Roman, or of fbrdgn fame ? 

CATIUa. 
His precepts I shall wlUiDgly reveal, 
Aod sing his doctrines, but his name conceaL 

Long be yotir eggs, pur sweeter than the round, 
Cock-eggs th^ are, more noorishing and sound. 90 
In thirsty fields a richer colewort grows. 
Than where the wat'ry garden overflows. 
If by an evening guest perchance surprised. 
Lest th<lf tough hen (I prithee be advb'd) 
Should quarrel with his teeth, let her be drown'd 125 
In lees of wine, and she'll be tender found. 
Best flavour'd mushrooms pasture-land supplies. 
In other kinds a dayerous poison lies. 

He shall with vigor bear the summer's hea^ 
Who after dinner shall be siire to eat 30 

His mulberries, of blackest, ripest dyes, 
A»d gathered ere the morning-sun arise. 



Vcr. S7. Pasture,^ brands, oat of reipcct to Sanadoo, 
who is an ignis fotou that is continnally leading hln 
astray, renden this, " meadow,'' and fauert* the foUowtaig 
note from him : ** Nothing is more fiilie. The iwst nwb- 
" rooms, generally speaking, are those gathered in wood^ 
''heaths, and downs." Bat Uie word pratauit m th« 
original may be applied to any kind of pastore, as well 
as to meadows; and as for woods, I nerer knew thesa 
prodoce any other fangas than flie toadstooL Miller says 
the best moshrooms are foond in 'ricb pastures. TUs 
Itind of mnihroom is hi paitlcalar requisition among the 
modern Italiaos, who call it Pratolino. 
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Aufidins fint^ most tAJudtcioos, quaff*d 
Strong ixtine and honey for bis morning draught. 
'With ienient beverage fill yonr empty veios, 35 
And smoother mead shall better scour the reina. 
Sorrel and white-wine, if you costive prove* 
And muscles, all obstructions shall remove. 
In the new moon all sbeH-fish fill with juice. 
But not all seas the richer sort produce ; 40 

The largest In the Lucrine lake we find. 
But the Circsean are of sweeter kind. 
Ci:ayfish are best on the Miscnian coasts, 
Ahd soft Tarentum broadest scollops boasts. 
, If not exact and elegant of taste, 45 

' Let none presume to understand a feast, 
'Itis i)ot enoggh to buy the precious fish, 
But know what sauce gives flavour to the dish. 
If stewM or roasted it shall relish best. 
And to the table rouse the languid guest. 50 

If the half tainted flesh of boars you hate, 
Let the round dishes bend beneath the weight 
Of tihose with acorns fed ; tho* fat, indeed. 
The rest are vapid from the marsby reed. 
^The vine-fed goat's not always luscious tare ; 55 
Wise palates choose the wings of pregnant hare. 

Kone before me so sapient to engage 
To tell the various nature or the age 
Of fish and fowl ; that secret was my own. 
Till my judictous palate quite unknown. 60 

In some new pastry that man's fenins lies. 
Yet in one art 'tis- meanness to be wise. 
Tor should we not be careful lest our oil, 
Tho* excellent our wine, the fish should spoil t 
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The «ky teveile, pot o«t your massie -wine; 6S 
In the iught«ir its foulness shall r^oe. 
And lose the scent, uniirieadly to the nerves. 
But phiitreted no fla^oor it preserres. 
He, who with art would pour a stronger wine 
On smooth Falemian lees, shouki well refine 70 
Th* incorporated mass with pigeon's eggs ; 
The falling yolk will carry down the dregs. 

Stew'd shrimps and Afric cockles shall excite 
A jaded drinker's languid appetite ; 
For lettuce after wine is cold and crude, 19 

But ham or sausage is provoking food ; 
Perhaps he may prefer witli higher zest. 
Whatever is in filthy taverns drest. 

Two sorts of sauce are worthy to be known ; 
Simple the first, of sweetest oil alone : 80 

The other mix'd with full and generous wine. 
With the true picl^e of Byzantian brine; 
Let it with shredded herbs and saffiron boil, ' 

And when it cools pour in Venafran oil. 

Ficeman fruits with juicy flavour grow, 85 

But Tibur's with superior beauty glow. 
Some grapes have with success in pots been tried: 
Albanian better in the smoke are dried ; 
With them and apples and the lees of wine. 
White pepper, common salt, and herriug-brine, 90 
I first invented a delicious treat, 
And gave to every guest a separate plate. 
Monstrous, to spend a fortune on a dish. 
Or crowd the table with a load of fish. 

It strongly turns the stomach, when a slave gS 
Shall on your cup the greasy tokens leave 
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Of what rich saace.the luscious caitiff stole ; 
Or when vile mould incrasts your antiqae bovL. 
Brooms, mats and saw-dust are so cheaply bought. 
That not to have them is a shameless fault. 100 
What! sweep with dirty broom a floor inlaid. 
Or on fool couches lyiian. carpets spread i 

HORACB. 
Catius, hy friendship, by the powers divine. 
Take mo to hear this learned ss^e of thine: 
For tho' his rules you faithfully express, 105 

Tills mere repeating makes the pleasure less. 
Besides, what joy to view his air and mien f 
Trifles to you, because full often seen. 
Kor mean that ardor, which my breast enflames. 
To visit wisdom*s even remoter streams, 110 

And by your learned, friendly guidance led. 
Quaff the pure precept at the fsuntaln-hcad. 
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SATIRB V. 

ULYSSES. TIRESIAS. 

ULYSSES 
T>ESIDES the precepts which you gave before, 

Resolve thu question, and I ask no more : 
Say by vhat arts and methods I may straight 
Repair the ruins of a lost estate. 
How now, TiTcsias ? whence those leering smiles ? 5 

TIRESIAS. 
Already vers'd in double-dealing wiles. 
Are you not satisfied to reach again 
Your native land, and view' your dear demesne? 

ULYSSES. 
How poor and naked I return, behold. 
Unerring prophet, as you first foretold. 10 

The wooing tribe, in revellings employ'd. 
My stores have lavished, and my herds destroy^; 
But high dissent and meritorious deeds, 
Unblest with wealth, are viler than sea-weeds. 

TIRESIAS. 
Since, to be brief, yoa shudder at the thought 15 
Of want, attend, bow riches may be caught. 
Suppose a thrush, or any dainty thing 
Be sent to you, dispatch it on the wing 
To some rich dotard. What your garden yields. 
The choicest honors of your cultnr'd fields, ijO 

Tboji^flk then it gnat merit in this Satiie, there is 
the most gro^ deviation from propriety of character, ia - 
pottii* It into the noatki of Ulysses and Tuesiaa. 
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To him be sacrifice, and let him taste. 

Before yoor gods, the vegetable feast. 

Tho* he be perjur'd, and ignobly born, 

8tain*d with fraternal blood, the public scorn, 

A runagate ; yet if required, abide S5 

The test, and dance attendance by his side 

With low submission. 

UI.TSSES. 

What ! obey the call 
Of such a wretch, and give a slave the wall P 
Not thus at Troy I prov'd my lofty mind. 
Contending eve^with the nobler kind. 3D 

TI^BSIAS. 
Then poverty shall be your fate. 

ULYSSES. 

If so. 

Let me with soul undaunted undergo 

This loathsome evil, since my valiant heart 

Ifi greater perils bore a manly part. 

But instant tell me, prophet, how to scrape S5 

Returning wealth, and pile the splendid heap. 

TIRESIAS. 

I told, and tell you : you may safely catch 
The wills of dotards, if you wisely watch ; 
And iho* one bunks or two perceive the cheats 
Avoid the hook, or nibble off the bait, 40 

Lay not aside your golden hope of prey, 
Or drop your art, tho' baffled in your play. 
Should either great, or less important suit 
In court become the matter of dispute, 
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Espouse the man of prosperous a£Fairs» 45 

Pregnant with trealth, if indigent in heirs; 

The' he shonld hamper with a wicked cause 

The jnster part7» and insult the laws. 

Despise the citben of better life. 

If dogg'd with children, or a frnitfbl wife. 00 

Accost him thas {for he with rapture hears 

A title tingling in bis tender ears) 

Quintus, or Poblius, on my faith d6pend» 

Tour own deserts have render'd me your friend ; 

I know the maay doubles of the laws, 05 

Untie their knots, and plead with vast applause. 

Had you a nut, the villain might as well 

Pluck out my ^es, as rob you of the shell. 

This is the business of my life profest. 

That you lose nothing, or become a jest. 60 

Bid him go home, of his sweet self take care ; 

Conduct his cause, proceed, and persevere. 

Should the red dog-slar infant statues spli^ 

Or &t-paunch*d Furius in poetic fit 

Bombastic howl, and, while the tempest blows, C5 

Befoam the winter Aliie -with hoary snows. 

Some person then, who chances to be nigh. 
Shall pull your client by the sleeve, and cry, 
** See with what patience he pursues your ends I 
" Was ever man so active^'for his friends ?''* 70 
Thus gudgeons daily shall swim in apace. 
And stock your fish-ponds witli a fresh increase. 

This lesson also well deserves your care. 
If any man should have a sickly heir. 
And large estate, lest you yourself betray 75 

By making none but bachelors your prey. 
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With weeaing esse the pleasiog bane uaax. 

In hopes to stand the second in his will ; 

ilnd if the boy by some disaster hurl'd, 

Should take his journey to the nether world, 80 

Your name in full reversion may supply 

The void : for seldom fails this lucky die. 

Should any miser bid you to peruse 
His will, be sure you modestly refuse, 
And push it from you ; but obliquely read 85 

The second clause, and quick run o'er the deed, 
Collectittg, whether, to reward your toil. 
Ton claim the whole, or must divide the spoil. 

A season'd scrivener, bred in o£Eice low, 
Fall often dupes, and mocks the gaping crow. gO 
Thus foird Kasica shall become the sport 
Of old Ck>ranus, while he pays bis court. 

ULYSSES. 
"What! are you mad, or purposed to propose 
Obscure predictions, to deride my woes i 

TIRESIAS. 
O son of great Laertes, every thing ffi 

Shall come to pass, or never, as I sing ; 
For Phoebus, monardi of the tuneful Nine, 
Informs my soulj and gives me to divine. 

ULYSSES. 
But, good Tiresias, if you please, reveal 
"What means the sequel of that mystic tale. 100 

TIRESMS. 

What time a youth, who shall sublimely tram 
From fam'd iEneas his heroic race. 
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The Parthlan*9 dread, trittttiphant shall maintaia 

His boundless empire over land and main : 

If asica, loth to re-imborse his coin, 105 

His blooming daughter ^all discreetly join 

To brave Coranus, who shall slily smoke 

The harpy's aim, and turn it tea joke, * 

The son-in-law shall gravely give the sire 

His witnessed will, and presently desire 110 

That he would read it : coyly he complies, 

And silent cons it with attentive eyes. 

But finds, alas ! to htm and bis forlorn 

No legacy bequcath*d-excepe to mourn. 

Add to these precepts, if a crafty lass, ii5 

Or free-man manage a delirious ass. 
Be their ally; th^ir faith applaud, that you. 
When absent, may irec«Te as mudi in lieu ; 
Tis good to take these out-works to his pdf, " 
But best to storm the citadel itself. UJO 

Writes he vile verses in a frantic vein ? 
Augment his madness and approve tlie straaa: 
Prevent his asking, if he loves a wench. 
And let your wife his nobler passion quench. 

DLYSSES. 

Can you suppose, a dame so chaste, so pure, '125 
Could e*er be tempted to the guUty lure. 
Whom all the suitors amorously strove 
In vain to stagger in her plighted love ? 

TIRISSIAS. 

The youth too sparing of their presents came; 
ThQr lov*d the banquet, rather than the dame ; 13D 
P2 



aec SATIRES. Book a 

And thas your prud^tt honorable spoase. 
It seems, was faithful to her nuptial vows. 
But had she touched a wealthy dotard's fee» 
Her cully smack'd, and shfur'd the gains vitli thc«^ 
She never after could be terrified, U5 

Sairaclons beagle, fixHn the reeking hide, 
ru tell a tale, well worthy to be told» 
A fact that happened, and I then was old: 
* An bag at Thebes, a wicked one, no doubt. 
Was thus, according to her will, lugg'd out^ 140 
Stiff to the pile. Upon his naked back 
Her heir sustain*d the well-anointed pack. 
She likely took this crotchet in her head* 
That she nught slip, if possible, when dead. 
From him, who trudging thro* a filthy road, Itf 
Had stock too closely to the living load. 

Be cautions therefore, and advice with art, 
Kor sink beneath, nor over-act your part. 
A noisy fellow must of course ofiend 
The surly temper of a sullen friend : ]jO 

Tet be not mute— like ^Davus in the play 
With head inclined, his awful nod obey. 
Creep into favor: if a ruder gale 
Assault his face, admonish him to veil 
His precious pate. Oppose your shoulders, proud 156 
To disengage him from the bustling crowd. 
If he love prating, hang au ear : shdold lost 
Of empty glory be the blockhead's gust. 
Indulge his eager appetite, and puff 
The growing bladder with inspiring stuff, ifi) 

Till he with hands uplifted to the skies. 
Enough ! enough ! in glutted rapture cries. 
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When he shall free yon from your servile fear. 
And tedious toil; when broad awake, you bear: 
** To good Ulysses, my right trusty slave* l65 

** A fourth division of my lands I leave." 
Is then (as void of consolation roar> 
My dearest friend, my Dama, now no more i 
Where shall I find another man so just. 
Firm in his love, and faithful to his trust i 170 
Squeeze out some tears: 'tis fit injiuch a case 
To cloak your joys beneath a mournful face. 
Tho* left to your discretionary care. 
Erect a tomb magnificently fair. 
And let your neighbours, to prodidm abroad ITS 
Tour fame, the pompous funeral applaud. 

If any vassal of the will-compeers. 
With asthma gasping, and advaiic'd in years, - 
Should be dispos'd to purchase house or land, 
Tell him, that he may readily command 180 

Whatever may to your proportion come, - 
And for the value, let him name the sum— 
But I am summonM by the queen of hell 
Back to Uie shades. Live artfvl, and farewell. 
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SATIRE Vr. 

1 Often wish'd I had a fann, 

"^ A decent dwelling, snug and wann, 

A garden, and a spring as pure 

As crystal, nuu^og Iqr my door^ 

Besides a little aocieot grovc^ 

'Where at mj leisare I might rove. 

The gradous gods* to crovn toy bliss» 
Hare granted this, and more thaa.tlus, 
I have enough in my possessing, 
lis well : I ask no greater blessing, 
O Hermes I than remote from strife 
To have and hold them for my lafis* 

If I was never known to raise 
My fortune by dishonest ways, 
17or, like the spendthrifts of the timtts. 
Shall ever sink it by my crimes; 
If thns I neither pray, nor pondar-* 
Oh ! might I have that angle yonder. 
"Which disproportions now my field. 
What satisfaction it would yield ? ■ 10 

Oh I that some lucky chance but threw 
>A pot of silver in ray view. 
As la£ely to the man, who bought 
The very land, in which he wrought I 
If I am pleas'd' with my condition, {$ 

• O ! hear, and grant this last petition : 

Tbli Satire bas been imitatad by the joint labon of 
Swift and Pope. 
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Indulgent let my cattle batten. 

Let all things, bat m^ fancy, fatten. 

And thou continue still to guard. 

As thou |u-t wont, thy suppliant bard. 30 

Whenever therefore I retreat 
From Rome into my Sabine seat, 
By mountains fenc'd on either aide. 
And in my castle fortiiy*d« 
What should I write with greater pleasure, S5 
Than satires in familiar measure i 
Nor mad ambition there destroys^ 
Vor sickly wind my health annoys ; 
Kor noxious autumn gives me pain. 
The ruthless undertaker's gain. 40 

Whatever title please thine ear, 
Father of morning, Jailus, hear. 
Since mortal men by heaven*a decree. 
Commence their toils, imploring thee, 
Pirector of the busy throng, 45* 

Be thou the prelude of my song. 

At Rome, you press me : ** Without hU 
" A friend expects you for his biul, 
" Be nimble to perform your part, 
" Lest any rival get the start. SO 

" Tho' rapid Boreas sweep the ground, 
** Or winter in a narrower' round 
*^ Contracts the day, thro' storm and snow, 
" At all adventures, you must go." 

When bound beyond equivocation, 59- 

Or any mental reservation. 
By all the tics of legal tr^ps. 
And to my ruin too,, perhaps. 
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I still must bustle thro* Che crowd. 
And press tlie tardy ; when aload 
Some wicked fellov reimburses 
This uss«e with a peal of curses. 
" What madness hath possessed thy pate 
" To Justle people at this rate, 
" When puffing thro* the streets yon scour 
** To meet Maecenas at an hour i" 
' • This pleases me, to tell die truth, 
And b as honey to my tooth. 
But when I breathe EsquiUian air» 
I find as little quiet there ; 
An hundred men's affairs confound 
My senses, and besiege nie round. 
'' Roscius entreated you to meet 
" At court to-morrow before eight— 
** The secretaries have implor'd j 

" Tour presence at their council«board~- 
** Pray, take this patent, and prevail 
" Upon your friend to fix tlie seal-." 
Sir, I shall tiy-^replies the man. 
And urges : " If you please you cmi^** g( 

TIs more than seven years complete. 
It hardly wants a montii of eight. 
Since good Maecenas, fond of sport, 
Reeeiv'd me first in friendly sort. 
Whom he might carry in hb chair, 85 

A mile or two, to tfdce the air. 
And might entrust with idle chat. 
Discoursing upon this or tha^ 
As in a ftw fiimiliar way, 
" How, tell me, Horace goes the day ? qo 
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" And can that Thracian wight engage 
" The Syrian Hector of the stage ? 
" The morning air b very bad 
** For them, who go but thinly clad"— 

Our conversation chiefly dwells 95 

On these, and such like bagatelles. 
As might, without iocurring fears. 
Be well r^pos'd in leaky ear». 

But since tliis freedom first began. 
And I was thought a lucky man, 100 

The more each day, the more each hour 
I find myself in envy's power. 
•* This fortune's favorite son ftis cry'd) 
" Is ever by Maecenas' side, 
" Companion whefesoe'er he goes, 100 

" In ru|ral sports or festal shows.** 

Should any rumor, without head 
Or tail, about the streets be spread. 
Whoever meets me gravely nods. 
And says, " As you approach the gode, 110 

" It is no mystery to you, 
" What do the Dacians mean to do ?" 
Indeed I know not—" How you joke, 
" And love to sneer at simple folk 1" 
But vengeance seize this head of mine, ' 115 
If I have heard or can divine— 
«* Then, prithee, where are Caesar's bands 
" Allotted their long-promb'd lands ?* 

Ver. 118. Long-promu*d ImdtJ} Aogastm had promiied 
his aoldiera to divide the lands of tome of the conquered 
party among them, bat neglecting to fiUfil hit promise, 
•one of his troops nraUnled, 
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Altho* I swear, I know no more 

Of that, than what was ask*d before, ISO 

They stand amaz'd, and think me then 

The most reserv*d of mortal men. 

Bewildered thus amidst a maze, 
I lose the sunshine of my days. 
And often wish: '* Oh! when again 1S5 

" Shall I behold the rural plain? 
** And when with books of sag^ deep, 
" Seqoester'd ease, and gentle sleep, 
*' In sweet oblivion, blissful balm I 
** The busy cares of life becalm ; 190 

" Oh ! when shall Pytfaagoric beans, 
" With wholesome juice enridi my veins ? \ 
" And bacon4iam and savory pottage 
. " Be serv'd beneath my simple cottage? 
" O nights, that furnish such a feast 135 

" A» even gods themselves might taste P 
Thus fare my friends, thus feed ray slaves^ 
Alert, on what their master leaves I 

Each person there m^y drink, and fill 
As much, or little, as he will, 140 

Exempted from the bedlam-rules 
Of roaring prodigals and fools: 
Whether, in merry mood or whim 
He takes a bumper to the brim. 
Or, better pleased to let it pisss, 145 

Grows mellow with a scanty glass. 

Kor this man's house, nor that's estate 
Becomes the subject of debate ; 
17or whether Lepos, the bulFoon, 
Can dance, or not, a ri^g^doon; 190 
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Bat what coaeenis us more, I trow, 

And were a scandal not to know ; 

If happiness consist in store 

Of riches, or in virtue more : 

Whether esteem, or private ends 156 

Direct us in the choice of friends; 

What's real good wKhout disguise. 

And where its great perfection lies. 

While thus we spend the social night. 

Still mixing profit with delight, l60 

My neighbour Cervius never fails 

To club his part in pithy talcs : 

Suppose, ArelHus, one should praise 

Your sinxious opulence : he says^ ' 
A country-mouse, as authors telJ, 165 

Of old invited to t^er cell 

A city-mouse, and with her best 

Would entertain the courtly guest. 

Thrifty she was, and full of cares 

To make the most of her affairs, 17O 

yet in the midst of her frugality 

Would give a loose to hospitality. 

In short, she goes, and freely fetches 

Whole ears of hoarded oats, and vetches, 

Dry grapes and raisins cross her chaps, 175 

And dainty bacon, but in scraps, 
^ If delicacies could invite 

My sqaeamish lady's appetite, 

Who tum'd her nose at eveiy dish. 

And saucy piddled, with a--~.pbh I tBo 

The matron of the house, reclin'd 
I On downy chaff, diaereetly din'd 
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On wheat, and darnel from a mang«r. 
And left the dainties for the stranger. ' 

The cit, displeas'd at this repast* 30$ 

Attacks our simple host at last. 
" What pleasure can yon find, alack I 
" To live behind a mountain's back ? 
" Would you prefer the town> and men, 
" To this unsocial dreary den, igo 

** No longer, moping, loiter here, / 

" But come with me to better cheer. 

** Since animals but draw their breath, 
" And have no being after death ; 
** Nor yet the little, nor the great, tgS 

" Can shun the rigor of their fate; 
" At least be merry while you may, 
'* The life of mice is but a day ; 
" Reflect on this, maturely live, 
* And all that day to pleasure give." flM) 

Encourag'd thus, tlie nimble mouse, 
Transported, sallies from her house : 
Th^ both set out, in hopes to crawl 
At night beneath the city-wall; 
And now the night, elaps'd eleven, SOB 

Possessed the middle space of heaven. 
When, harass'd with a length of road. 
They came beneath a grand abode. 
Where ivory couches, overspread 
With Tyrian carpets, glowing, fed SIO I 

The damled eye. To lure the taste, 
Hie trophies of a costly feast. 
Remaining, fresh but yesterday. 
In baskets, pil'd on baskets, lay. 
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When madam on a purple seat Sli 

Had plac*d her rustic friend in state. 
She bustles, like a bnsy host* 
Supplying dishes boil'd apd roast. 
Nor yet omits the conrtier^s doty 
Of tasting, ere she brings the booty. 990 

The country-mouse, with rapture strange, 
Rejoices in her fur exchange. 
And lolling like an easy guest. 
Enjoys the cheer, and cradts her jest. 
When, on a sudden, opening gates, fiC5 

Loud-janing, shook them from their seats. 

They ran, affrighted, thro* the room. 
And, apprehensive of their doom, 
Kow trembled more and more ; when, hark ! 
The mastiff-dogs began to bark, 2)0 

The dome, to raise the tumult hiore, 
Resounded to the surly roar. 

The bumpkin then coodudes, adieu ! 
This life, perhape, agrees with yon : 
My grove, and cave, secure firom snares, tS$ 

Shali comfort me with chaff and tares. 
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SATIRE VIL 
DAVUS. HORACE. ^ 

DAyus. 
T'LL hear no more, and with.impatieace barn» 

Slave as I am, to answer in my turn; 
And yet I fear— 

HORACE. 

What ! Davusi is it you ? 
DAVUS. 
Yes. Davus, SIr> the faithful and the true. 
With wit enough no sudden death to fear— 5 

HORACE. 
Well. Since this jovial season of the year 
Permits it, and our ancestors ordain, 
Ko more the dear impertinence restrain. 

DAVUS. 

Among mankind, while some with steady view 
One constant coarse of darling vice parsue, 10 
Most others float along the changing tide. 
And now to virtue, now to vice they glide. 

Ver. 6, JotitA $eatctu] During the festival oif the 8atoraalia» 
which was celebrated by the Romani in Decaaber, the 
daves were permitted to say wbat they cboae to fbeir 
master. The same libera is clained and ezerdied by 
the soldiers of o«r army, with xegtaA to dieir officers, 
during a march. 
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Iio ! from threp rings how FriKiis plays the li^t; 
l^ow shews his nak^, hand— The various wight 
IVith eveiy hour a liifferent habit wears: 19 

Now in a palace, haughtily appears. 
Then hides him in some vile and filthy place* " 
Where a clean slave, would Uash to shew his foce..- 
Kow rakes at Bome^ and now to Athens flies ; 
Intensely studies with the learned and wise. 90 
Sure all the gods, who rule this varying earth. 
In deep despite presided at his birth. 

Old Volanerius, once that man of joke, 
"When the just gout his crippled fingers broke. 
Maintained a slave to gather up the dice, eS 

So constant was be to his darling vice* 
Tet lesg a wretch than he, who now maintains 
A steady course, now drives with looser reins. 

HORACE. 
Tell me, thou tedions varlet, whither tends 
This wretched stuff? 

DAVUS. 

At you direct it bends. 30 

HORACE. 
At me, yon scoundrel ? 

DAVUS. 

When with lavish praise 
Ton vaunt the happiness of ancient days, 
Suppose some god should take you at your word. 
Would you not scorn the blessing you implor'd i 
Whether not yet convintfd, as you pretend, 35 
Or weak (he cause of yirtoe to defend; 
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Attd, sioking in th« mire, yoti MfHe ift ▼ate. 
Too dMply linns'** *» *«• y<>w *>«* agMn- 
^in»ae yoii'w »t Rome, tlib eoa&try has your si^l 
A rustic grown* you ^unt Into the skies # 

The abMtnt town. Perehsnofti if fmlnvlteA 
To dine abwMMi, bM tlien yoe're eo ddiciited 
With yonr ownhomely «ic«l, tlwtotte'woald thiiiki 
That he -who next engages yon lo drink. 
Most tie yon neck and beeU ; yoa seem so Ucst, tf 
When with no bninper4Bvitstion presC 

But should MsBcenas Md his poet wsit 
(Gxekt fblkii like him, can never dine 'till late) 
Stwttering inth idle rage the house yon rend, 49 
** Where is my esseneet Rogues, what, none attend^ 
While the buffoons, 3ron promis'd to haive tieated, 
gheak «ff with eorsee—not to be repeated. 

I own to some a belly-slave I seem ; 
I throw my nose up to a savory steam: 
Or folks may call me, careless^ idle sot, S) 

Or say I pledge too oft the other pot: 
But shall the man of deeper vice like you. 
With malice uaprovok'd my fttults pursue. 
Because with specious phraset end terms of art, 
You clothe, forspotb, the vices of your heart? 6f 

What if a greater fool your worship's found, 
Ilian the poor slave you bought lor twenty pound 

Yer. 4S. Dme,! I have miMtitated Sme for t»f, u >: 
glands in ftaaetti tor die coma of the Romani, beti 
ftoB Oia boiir sad frMB iti being their pviadpsl met:. 
Kwmbles moch more wur dinner than oar mi|ip«r ; iadcA 
It is even too early for oar dinners at prasenl^ as dtt 
kov of ths Gttsa was about fiwr. 
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Think not to Mgbt me with that threatenliiff air, 
Kay keep yovr temper. Sir, your fingers spare, 
While I the maxiBM, sage and wise, repeat, €5 
Taught me by Crispin's porter at his gate. 

Yoatemptyour neighbour's wife; an humble harlot 
Contents poor Davns->Wfao*s the greater varlet f 
"When nature fires my veins, I qnench the flane, 
And leave tibe wanton with nninjttr'd fame, 70 
Nor shall one jealous cure disturb my brea^, -^ 
By whom the fair^one shall be next possest. 
When you throw off those ensigns of your pride. 
Tour ring, your judge's robe, and basely hide. 
Beneath a slave's vile cap, your essencM hair, 75 
Say, are you not the wretch, whose clothes yon wear? 
And Where's the difference, whetiier you engage 
31iro'seourges,weunds and deatii, to mount the stege. 
Or by the conacioua chamber>maid are prest 
Ouite double, neck and heels, into a chesC^? 80 

Does not the husband's powec o'er both extend? 
Yet khall his jnstar wiMih oh you descend ; 
For aha ne'er stmles idbroad in vile disguise. 
And when her lewder wishes highest rise, 
She dares but half indulge the sin; afraid, & 

Even by the man she loves, to be beUay'd. 

You take the yoke, and to the husband's rage 
Your fortune, person, life and fame engage. 
Have you escap'd? melhinks, your future care. 
Might wisely teach you to avoid the snare. 00 
Ko, you with ardor to the danger run. 
And dare a second time to be undone. 
Eepeated slave I What beast, that breaks his chain. 
In loTS with bondage would return again? 
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Bat you, itseems, ne'er tooth tiM wedded d 
Then, by tlie son of Jove, I. here disdatm 96 

Tlie name of thief, when, tho' with bedcwBud ey^ 
I wisely pass the silver goUet by. 
But take the danger and the shame away. 
And vagrant nature boands upon her prey» 100 
Spurning the reins* But say, shall you pretend 
O'er me to lord it, who thus tamely b«id 
To each proud master; to eacli changing hour 
A very slave? Not even the Pratoi's power. 
With thrice-repeated rites, thy fears control, 105 
Or vindicate the freedom of thy soul. 

But as the slave, who lords it o'er the rest. 
Is but a slave, a master-slave at best. 
So art thou, insolent, by me obey'd ; 
Thou thing of wood and wires, by others play'd, 110 

HORACE. ' 
Who then is free? 

DAVUa. 
The wise, whe well maintaiBS 
An empire o'er himself: whom neither chains, 
17or want, nor death, with slavish^ f«ar Inspure, 
Who boldly answers-to his warm detire. 
Who can ambition's vainest gifts despise, 115 

Firm in himself who on himself relies, 
Folish'd and round who runs his proper eonrse^ 
And breaks misfortune with superior force. 

What js there here, that you can justly eleim. 
Or call your own ? when an imperious dame 120 
Demands her price, with insults vile pursues thee ; 
Driven out of doors with water well bedew*- thcey 
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Hies cAQg you back • for shabiei diake off her chain, 
And brid^ ttU her yon are ft«e— In Tain; 
A tyrftoUord thy better wiU reeCreina, 185 

And apiin thee hmd, and breaks thee to his reins. 

If seme tan*d piece Che painter^ art disidays, 
Transfix'df yen stand, with admiration gaae ; 
But is your worship's fi>lJ|y less than mine. 
When I with wonder view some rude design 150 
In crayons or in charcoal, to mvite 
The crowd, to see the gladUtors fight? 
Methinks, in veiy deed they mount the stage. 
And seem in real combat to engage; 
Now in strong attitude they dreadful bend ; M5 
Wounded they wound; they parry and defend: 
Yet Davus is with rogne and rascal graced, 
Bnt you're a critic, and a man of taste. 

I am, forsooth, a good4br4othtng knave. 
When by a smoking pasty made a slave : 140 

In yon it shews a sOul erect and great. 
If you refuse even one luxmious treat. 
Why may not I, like you, my guts obey f-^ 
My shoulders for the dear indulgence pay. 144 
But should not you with heavier stripes be Uught, 
Who search for luxuries, how dearly bought? 
For soon thU endless, this repeated feast, 
Its relish lost, shaU psli upon tlie taste; 
Then shall your trembling lunbs refuse the wei^t 
Of a vile carcass with disease replete. 15O 

How seldom from the lash a slave escapes. 
Who trucks some trifle, that he stole, for grapes ? 
And shall we not the servile glutton rate. 
To please his throat who sells a good estate? 
Q 
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,T«a CMiiMi tyMd «■• vacant hour aloaa ; t9S 
Too caoQot OMke that vpoaot how yow owim 
4rtelf-deserler flro« yoonelf yon stsayv 
Aod BOW with wiiMv ao^ now with alaop aUar 
Toar eav«e; io ▼aioj compauiAaa black m aifht, 
Tby prcMioc oani» anrccfe thaa io thy flif htt !•> 

HCmACE. 
It thefa no *tone f 

At whDtt, toMi Sir»t»ihtMrit? 

flORAOL 
flaTO I BO dart ? 

DAVOi. 

%ttlit fal8di1«f aUft our iM«t9 
He*8 mnl or naUitr tctms* 

HORACE. 

HOQCC^ yOB h B B W, 

Or to ay lam Ftt MBi fhae, Hm ainCh ilaifo. 



sATmBvnt. ^ 

HOftAGE. - 
rpHET «fld toMf tlwt yoti Sfwiit the jofial Biiht 
**- WiCh lV«iiiilciii»» ttet same hAppy wigtit, 
From early day, or you had beeo my ^iieat; 
But, paitbee, tell me how yoa lik'd the feast. 

FONDAmUS. 
Sore never bettor. 

TeiL me, if yon ^ms^ ^S 

How did yoa fir»t your af^etit* a;pp9Me,. 

VOM>/Ll!tMB, 
VMt n iMtaokikn boar, of tender Kind, 
Caoght, stsyt ottr host, in s soft sonthern wind. 
Around bitti lay whatever could eitcite. 
With pungent force, the |aded appetite, 10 

Rapes, l«ttnee, radishes, anchovy-brine, 
"With skefrets, and the lees of Coan wine. 

This dish retnov*d, a slave eipert and able 
With purple napkin wip^d a maple table. 

This is dbftoiHly a faHre on a psiMm of bad te«i 
gfrioff a dinwr to mta of superior rank; where, as RnuMto 
obsenres, every delicacy of the seasoo, though commended 
with estentation by the host, la either tainted by beinv 
Iftpt teo loaf, er speUad by bul teokecy, aad dispacad 
by. the awkwaidnsM of the attendantef bot there is. m 
leatnre of die miser, as be iiiiiDiUit««, in the pictnre of 
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Another sweept the fragments of the ttut, 15 
Tbet nothing nselcM might offnid the gneet. 

nke Ceres* priestess daric Hydaspet rears 
A bowl that GsKuba's rich vintage bears. 
While of the Chian grape, the mnch fiun'd Joiee, 
Bat dead and Yai^d Aleon's hands prodoee. 90 
If Alban and Fklemian please yoa more. 
So s^s our host, you may have both good store; 
Poor wealth indeed 

HORACE. 

But teU me, who were ther^ 
Thus happy to enjoy such luscious ftre f 

FVNDANTOB. 
On the ftrat eoudi I haply lay between S5 

Viscus and Yarins, if aright I ween ; 
Serdlius and Vibidlnt both were there, 
Brought by Mascenasy and with him thej abaw 
The middle bed. Our master of the feast 
^ On the third couch, in seat of honor plac'd, 90 
Porcius betwixt and Komentanns lies; 
Pofdus, who archly swallows custard-pies* 
While Vomentanus with his finger shows 
Each bidden dainty which so well he knows. 
For we, poor fQlk> unknowing of our feast, SS 
Eat fish and wild-fowl~^f no common taste. 
But he, to prove hew luseious waa the treaty 
With a broil'd flounder's entrails crowds my plate^ 
Then told me, apples are more ruddy bright. 
If gathered by feir Luna's waning light. 40 

Be best can tell you where the diifere&ce Ue»~ ' 
But here ServUius to Vibidius criee. 
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** Sore to be poison'd, unreveiig^d ^n die, 
•' Unless we drink the wretched talker diy. 
«* Slave, give as larger gla88e8.''--Stniek with dread, 
A fearful pale our landlord's face overspread ; 46 
Oreat were his terrors of such drinking folk. 
Because with too much bitterness they joke. 
Or that hot wines, dishonoring his feast. 
Deafen the subUe judgment of the taste. 50 

^When our two champions had their goblets crown'd. 
We did them justice, and the glass went round ; 
His parasites alone his anger fsar'd. 
And the full flask unwillingly they sparM. 

m a large dish an outstretch'd lamprey lies, 55 
With shrimps all floating round : The master cries, 
Tills fish, Maeeenas, full of roe was caught. 
For after spawning-time its fle^ is naught. 
The sauce b mtz'd with olive oil ; the best^ 
And purest from the vats Venafran prest, GO 

And, as it boil*d, we pour'd in Spuush brine, 
Xfor less than five-year-old Italian wine. 



Ver. 4& A fempd pde."] Horsce here expressly gives 
Oe resMMi whjr NaiidieMs disliked l»rd drinking, to 
dww that it wu not from avarice. 

Vcr.M. Deafen msbm oddly applied to the taste, bat it 
is 10 in the original. 

Ver. S8, 4/t€r ^ ami m g -time,'] ** Lamprey^ among liie 
« Romans, were a fiiTorite dish ; bat when pregnant, or 
•* when tliey had Jost spawned, were litUe esteemed." 

I ghre tliis note, tawertcd from Daeier by Frauds, for 
in complete absordity. Every body knows ttiat a Ash 
when fell ct roe, or pregnant is in season, and when it 
is (to oM Ihe csliMry phiasc) shotten, it is good for 



A Utae GUwVUMnr vhwi 'tw boitU 

By any otker it U often voiTd. 

TbM ^TM vbite pepper o*«r k cently poiur'<^ |{S 

And vinegv of Lfsbiea ^riubmo ae«r*d. 

I firtt aaaoof the loen of sapieiyw knew 
Roquets eed herbs ia oocklo4kruie to ttcv* 
Tho* in the aene rich piekkw 'tU cooIm^ 
Hit UDweah'd cnqr-fish Mf^ CurtiUiM drctfc* W 

But lot tlie cenopy, that o'er oe Hveeda* 
Tmnblodp In hideoas miD, on our beadi, 
With dost, how bleAl not siicb the clende aciee 
When o'er tlie i4ein a northern tempest fliea. 
Seoe faorroia, yet more honiUe^ we dreed. fS 
But raiae «a^ when we ibvnd the deafer fled. 

Poor Rafna draopVi bia head, and aedly an«4» 
As if hU only son iMitinely died. 
Sare he had wept, tail we^iof Ae*er had «a^ 
Bnt Nomentanea tfaiia np-rata'd hn. friend ; Wf 
** Fortune* thou, erueleat of powera diAic^ 
- To joke poor mortak is n j^ke of thiae." 
'While Varius witli a napkin scarce anppreat 
Hia laughter, Balatro, who lovea a jeat;. 
Cries, such the let of life, nor oanat yen deiai, aS 
For all your toils, a lair letarB of iiaeM. 
While yen aie tortnr'd thne, Mid «om with paM» 
A ffueat like me, polite to entcrtua 
WMBi erean wen velra, wMn aances aeeson v Tif^i^ 
With slaves in waiting el^antly tifhl^ jp 

Bewo raah the cenepiea, a trick of fisle. 
Or a groonv-footman stusd^g breaks a pfeM. 
Good fortune hides, auTer^uty calls Ssrtht 
A landlord's tenina, and a leader's worth. 
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To this mine host ; *' fhon ever<geiitle guest, 05 

** May all thy wishes by the gods be blest, 
p *• Thou best good man^—But whea we saw him rise, 

Ffom bed to bed the spreading whbper flies. 
, Vo play was half so fine. 

HORACE. 

But, prithee, say, 
' How afterwards yon Isugh'd the time away. 100 

FUNDANIUS. 
Slaves, cries Vibidius, have you broke the cask i 
How often must I call for t'other flask ? 
-With some pretended joke our laugh was drest, 
Servilius ever seconding the jest, 
When you, great host, return'd with alter'd face, 100 
. As if to mend with art your late disgrace. 
The slaves behind in mighty charger bore 
A crane in pieces torn, and powder'd o'er 
With salt and flour; and a white gander's liver, 
Stufi^d fat with figs, bespoke the curious giver ; 110 
Besides the wings of bares, for, so it seems, 
ITo man of luxury the^back esteems. 

Then saw we black-birds with o'er-roasted breast, 
liidd on the board, and ring-doves rump*less drest! 
Peiicious fare! did not our host explain 115 

Their various qualities in endless strain. 
Their varioiA natures ; but we fled the fisast^ 
Resolv'd in vengeance nothing more to taste. 
As if Canidia, with empoison'd breath. 
Worse than a serpent's, blasted it with death. ISO 
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BOOK I. 

EPISTLE I. 

TO MACBNABb 

^ ThoUf to whom the Muse first tun'd her lyre, 
^^ Whose friendship shall her latest song inspire 
'Wherefore, Maeceoai, would yon thus engage 
Tour bard, dismist with honor from the stage, 
Again to venture in the lists of fome, 5 

His youth, his genius, now no more the same? 

Secure in his retreat V<yanins lies. 
Hangs up bis arms, nor courts the doubtful priae; 
Wisely resolv'd to tempt his fate no more. 
Or the light crowd for his discharge implore. 10 

Hie voice of reason cries with piercing force. 
Loose firom the rapid car your aged horse. 
Lest in the race derided, left behind. 
He drag his jaded limbs, and burst his wind. 

Then fiarewell all th* amusements of my youth. 
Farewell to verses, for the search of tnitli. Id 
And moral decen<7 hath fill'd my breast. 
Hath eveiy thought and foculty possest; 

lUs Epiille it exceltenfiy initateA bjr Fope^ and ad- 
dressed to Lard BoHngbrokcv 
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And BOW i form my philosopbie Ion, 

Ibr all my faturt fife » trtafttFA ftwe. 90 

Tou ask, perhaps, vbat sect, what cUef I own; 
Tm of all sects, but Uuidly sworn to none ; 
For as the tempest diiTea I sh^ my waj, 
Kow active plunge into liie world's wide son : 
Kow virtae's precepts ligWij iifuiiiW C8 

Iffor to the world—the werid to me shall bend : 
Then make a looser mendist mr foide, 
And to a school less rigid smoothly glide. 

As night seems Cbdious to ttf efep«eting yontb. 
Whose &ir-oneJ>reaks her assignation-truth ; 30 
As to a slave appear^ the lengthen'd day, 
Ifho works fpr former debts not fbtufe pay ; 
As* when the guardian mother's too severe. 
Impatient minors waste their last, long year; 
So sadiy slow the time ungrateful flows, 3S 

Which breaks th' important sytjtems I propose ; 
Qystems, whose nsefiil precepts might engsge 
Bodi .rich and poor ; both in&ncy and age ; 
But meaner precepts now my life must rule. 
These, the first principles of wisdom's school. 40 

What tho' yod cannot hope for eaglet's eyes, 
Will yon a lenient, strengthening salve despise ? 



Wsr> v^ JH Wtpm S Wi af •O^MS', WCa J wtMtflk tHi WIMH 

patage it ia goiessl 4ttm ateimMy well hj Pfm, yst 
this Uns of bit, 

" Long u the aighc to her whose love's away*" 
by no meaBS expreeaee the meaniDg of Hortoe ; it only 
Rkfeea to abeeiKc^ bat lloiape unites 
hit. 



Tho' mftteblfw Olyeon-t Umto yoa 4 
Will you i»t «ttie the ton£t daexefil ptia i 
Tho* •f:«uct peifecUoa you dmpiuji^ <|5 

Tet every siep to virtue 's worth ym cvru. 

Sven w^Ue you fav to uso your pctMiit «tote^ 
Tet glows your bosom wiUi a iiist of more ? 
The pow^ of wor«U» und aoothiaf MHiBds>^BpeM« 
The naiiig paiA, and leuen the disease, S% 

If fame your pmsion i WisdoBL's powerftil ehan^ 
If thrice read over, shall its force disarm. 
Tbe slave to envy, anger, wine or love, 
Xlie wretch of sloth, its excelleoee shall prove: 
^erceacss itself shall bear its rage mway» M 

When listening calmly to th* Instructive ligr. 
Even in our flight from vice some vartue liei^ 
And free finem ibUy, we to wisdom nm. 
A little fortune, and the foul difgraoe. 
To urge in vain your interest for a plaoe ; M 

These are the ills you ahun with decreet dread; 
With how much labor hath of heart and huadi 
To distant olioies that Inirn with other suni^ 
Thro* seas^aa^iioohs, A'wadanfllted mendHua miis 
In search «f weallli, yet hocittess let attend tt 
Tt the calm leoturoe of aeme wiser «raa&dy 
Who bids him uoeru, what now he meet deiiMB, 
And with aa idiefa jgneranoe admitea. 

What stroUag gladiator wanM engage 
For vile miU a une to tnemst m ceuntiy^tage, no 

Ter. 4S. G^fCKt,^ So called from Ihe same of OUfcom 
tte artist inscribed on the pedestal, was the celebrated 
rtatoe or n ew alfl s } no*, 1 betlercy psrt eftke pMcr 
of Home that a iisi w and H n gwif iii fmJH 
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Who at th* OlTtnpie games could gain renown. 
And without danger bear away the crown P 
'SOver to gold, we own, must yield the prin. 
And gold to Tirtoe ; loader avarice cries. 
Ye sons of Rome, let money first be sought ; 75 
Virtue is only worth a second thoughts 
This maxUn echoes thro* the banker's street^ 
"While young and old, the pleasing strain repeat : 
For tho' you boast a larger fund of sense. 
Untainted morals, honor, eloquence, 80 

Tet want a little of the sum, that buys 
The titled honor, and yon ne'er shall rise 
Above .the crowd : yet boys, at play, prodaim. 
If yon do well, be monarch of the game. 

Be this thy brsaen bulwark of defence, 8S 

Still to preserve thy conscious innocence. 
Nor e'er torn pale with guilt. But prithee tell. 
Shall Otho's law the children's song excel f 
The sons of andent Borne first sung the strain. 
Which bids the wise, Che brave, the virtuous reign, go 

My friend, get money; get a large estate. 
By honest means ; but ge^ at any rate. 
That you may rise distinguish'd in the pit^ 
And view the weepii^ scenes that Pupius writ. * 
But is he not a Mend of nobler land, flS 

Who wisely iasluons, and informs thy mind. 
To answer, with a soul erect and brave. 
To fortune's pride, and scorn to be her slave i 

But should the people ask me, while I use 
The public converse, wherefore I refuse 100 

To join the public Judgment, and approve* 
Or fly whatever they dislike, or love; 



109 
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e be the Mitwer prudent B^ynwd made 

he sick Uon-Tnily Tm afirttd, 

en I bdiold the steps, that to thy den 

k forward aU, but none return again. 

ut what a many-headed beast is Rome ? 

what opinion shall I choose, or whom? 
le joy the public revenues to farm ; 
presents some the ravening widow charm ; IID 
lers their nets for dying dotards lay, 
d make the chUdless bachelor their prey; 

dark extortion some their fortunes rai»e ; 
us every man apme diifcrent passion sways » 
t where is he, who can with steady view 11* 
en for an hour his favorite scheme pursue? 
[f a rich lord, in wanton lapture, cries, 
bat place on carfe wlA chattning Bahe vies! 
on the broad lake and spreading sea shaU prove 
i' impatient whims of his impetuous love ; ' 1«0 
at if his hncy point some other way 
Thich Uke a sign firom heaven he must obey^ 
istant. ye buUders, to Teanum haste, 
n inland country is his lordship's taste, 
iiows he the genial bed, and fruitful wtfe I lU 

How happy then is an unifiarricd lifeP 
J he a bachelor? the only West, 
[e swears, are of the bridal joy possest. 
ay, whUe hp changes thus, what chains can bind 
h^ various forms ; tWs Proteus of the mind ? 130 

But now to lower objects turn your eyes, 
knd lo I what «»nes of ridicule arise, 
rhe poor, in minuciy of heart, presumes 
Co change bis barbers, baths, and beds, and rooms, 
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And, rflmi fte ricli in «hair ow» iMBO* tM^ II 
He hires a bont awl pwk^ in uiBiie pflMat 

If 8om» nidnekjr kM^ar notch my hair, 
Orifmy Mtaaofdilfeiwitlaosth I wmt; 
If my neir iiest a taClai^d shirt «Mrf«as, 
Ton laoi^ to we saeh ^aamla in a;, dtws: i« 
But if my jmlgnaat, wttt ksfltf at atiife, 
«M<NM«eatradlct my gwMral eome of lift; 
aoald now doBplM^ what It iiM> wamtii pM\i 
And eanwt wfeh far what iiftb ieom it *i«p^,. 
Iloatlfta the tUe ; now hi|li the battdi^ rata ; IC 
NawpoHitddwa; norroand^aorMiinreeMflMi; 
Tea eaU it midneM of the oaiial kibd^ 
Nor laughs net tiflnlc Crastaaa sboaMr hv t 
Toi 



Tbkt I shitt waaife tivef kinl ph^aiaiaBM aid» 
Vhae |p«^ mgr fveet moUetor atad ny Ma^ 
4>& wfaamiB^ fcflMM^ and BF hopea ^tunni. 
An iU-paii'd atU yon with mniimQiu: aeo 
In one^ who lov«i aa4 JMaon yo« liko am. 

In short, the wi»oia only hsathafcJowt j 
Bich, fke^ and handtaolo; mar o Mf abow 
AS «M^ Uttfts ; wifli health avpreaolr Uiifr. 
Bzoept iMft iharp deAuxiDnt btoak hb i9L 



of this line ■eens to sltade to Ihe Ibltowlu- mtM€ M 
^Pictete: « Cm tkan ka a PratUcne^^toTlJ 
'< cweaa, «r coald tt aafiar ttte coatiaasl -Mihrisa > 
•'torment me «lras» slsTe sa yoa u^ mji taiemm, 
"wby are yon fermM widi Imadef Wem 5wMt 
*rh^7o«n>«ipe,«irBoe,, ,^ Bstweiaft»l 

;aiiya» phlegm? And b it aot belter. leirfke W 
"Itavidanoef" -^■""^■Btfli 
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£PIflTLB H. 

TO I.OLLIV8. 

Tlfffinx you, my LoIIios, on some chosen theme. 

With youthful eloquence at Rome dedaim, 
I read the Grecian poet o*er again. 
Whose works the beautiful and base contain ; 
Of vice aud virtue more instructive rules, 5 

Than all the sober sages of the schools.. 
Why thus I think, if not engag'd, attend, f 
And, Lollius, hear tbe'reasons of your fnend. 

The well-wrought, fable, that sublimely shows 
The loves of Paris, and the lengthened woes 10 
Of Greece in arms, presents, as on a stage. 
The giddy tumults, and the foolish rage 
Of kings and people. Hear Antenor's sdieme; 
" Cat off the cause df war ; restore the dame :** 
But ^aris treats this counsel with disdain. 15 

Kor-will be fon^d in happiness to reign. 
While hoaiy Kestor, by experience wise. 
To recondle the angry monarchs tries. 
His iqjur'd love the son of Pelens fires, 
A>d equal passion, equal rage inspires fO 

The breasts of both. When doating monarchs nrge 
Trnsovad resolves, their subsects feel the soooige. 
Tlrojans and Greeks, seditioiis, base, untjost, 
Oflfead alike in violence and lust. 
Ta shew/wliat pious, wisdom's power can d<^ 
The pM» «els UlysMf in ovr view. 



Who conqaei'd Troy, and with sagaciom ken 
Ssv various towns and policies of men ; 
While for himself, and for Us iatiTe train. 
He seeks a passage through the boundless main, 30 
In perils plung'd, the patiaiit hero braves 
His adverse fate, and buoys above the waves. 
Zfae Siren-songs and Circe*? cups you k^9FW9 
Which with his mates, voradous of their woe. 
If he had blindly tasted, he had been 85 

A brutal vassal to a lustful queen ; 
Had liv'd a dog, debas'd to vile desire. 
Or loathsome swine, aii4 ^ovel*d in the mire. 
But we, niere cyphers in the book of lifo^ 
like ibose> who boldly wop'd our heroes wife, 40 
Bom to consume the fruits of earth : in trutbb 
As vain and idle, as Fhtsaoia's yenth ; 
Mere outside all, tp fill the mighty void 
Of life, in dress and equipvfe employ'd. 
Who sleep till n^d^ayt and with soeltiiy mo # 
Of «mp^ music soothe v9Mj our carai. 

Rogues ughtly rise to murder Qen for pelf. 
Will you not rouse yon to y reserve yofursflf ? 
But tho' in health you doa^awi^r your degn. 
You run, when p«f*4 with dropwca) ditjtwi i BO 
Unless you light yowr early lainv, A» ^Bd 
4 moral book ; uffess you form gnsw «»Mi 
yio noUer studiAii. ^u ehatt forfoit nst, 
A»d }»m wr eo^ aUstt diftraet yuawbroit, 
For the hiM^t er« «h iim tf mt caaa yon fiwlt 89 
Then why neglect, ibr yvtm, Hm •kknUig'wmAf 

Who «el» ebe«t k^th Mf veffonpV tm iimdi 
Dare to be wisft aftdvif jwui 



Begin. Tb* «w, wbp Iim it In bit pMrw 
To practioe yktaia, wmI pvumveto lb« ho»i^ i» 
Waito tUl tte liver pew Mrtft t InhC Ip ! 
Ceaseless it flows, aad niU for ever flov* 
At tN*ltk, Mi4 wives of fcithfalwisi «• ata, 
l¥e stub «li0 fisrest, aod the sqU ndaim ; 
Who hath aofficSeot, shonhl not eovet SMnt 19 
Kor boose, aer buuia, nnr beeps of iebor'd ore 
Can give the fiMerish lord one eBomeot's reel* 
Or drive oae eoreow from bis aazioas breast ; 
The fond posmwor most be Uess'd vitb heaUi, 
To reap tbis oemforts of his heaided wealth* 7« 

Demesne and fortune gratify the breast. 
For lucre lusting, or with fear deprest; 
As pictures, glowing with a vivid light. 
Afford amusement to a blemish'd sight; 
As chafing quells the gout, or music cheers 75 
The tingling organs of imposthum'd ears. 
For tainted vessels sour what they contain ; 
Then fly from pleasures, dearly bought with pain. 
He -wants for ever, who would more acquire. 
Set certain limits to your wild desire. 80 

The man, who envies, must behold with pain 
Another's joys, and sicken at his gain : 
Kor could Sicilia*s tyrants ever find 
A greater torment, than an envious mind. 

The man, unable to control his ire, 85 

Shall wish undone, what hate and wrath inspire: 
To sate his rage, precipitate he flies. 
Yet ui his breast th' unsated vengeance lies. 
Anger's a shorter phrensy ; tl^en subdue 
Tour passion, or yoor passion conquers you. 90 
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Let lordly reaaea bold the guiding reios. 
And bind the tyrant with coercive chains. 

The jockey forma the tender steed with skill. 
To move obedient to tbe ridei't will. 
Since iint the home-Ungbt hound began to bay 95 
The buckskin trail'd, he challenges his prey 
Thro' woody wilds. Now plianUy inure 
Your mind to virtue, while your heart is pure; 
Now suck in wisdom ; for the vessel, well 
With liquor seasoned, long retains the smoll. 100 
But if you lag, or run arhead, my Mend, 
I leave the slow, nor with the swift contend. 
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EPISTLE in. 

TO JULIUS FL0RU8. 

)RUa I long to know where Clattdius Icadi 

he distwit rage of war: whether he spreads 

ouqoering banners o'er the Ihracian plains, 

H»tng Hebrus bound in snowy chains. 

>es the HeUespont»8 high-towei»d sea, « 

5ia*s fertile soU his course delay? 

; works of genius do the youth pf^pare, 

guard his sacred person ? Who shall dare 

ng the glories of Augustus' name, 

gtye his peaceful honors down to fame ? !• 

fares my Tltioa ? Say. when he intends 
ublish? Does he not forget his friends ? 
who disdains the springs of common fiune, 

dauntless Quafft the deep Pindaric streaift, 
, he design. whUc all the Muse inspires, 15 
uue to Theban sounds the Roman lyres ? 
^Ith the transports of theatric rage. 

its sonorous language, shake the stage > 
5t Celsus be admonishM, o*er and o'er, 
jcarch the treasures of his native store, SO 

touch wlfat Phoebus consecrates to fame, 
t. when the birds theii* ▼aribus colours daim, , 
pp'd of his stolen pride, the crow forlorn 
old stand the laughter of the public scorn, 
rhat do you dare? who float with active wing 25 
lUBd the thymy fragrance of the spring ? 



Kot yoan Uie genius of a lowly strain, 
Kor of ancttltar*d, or unpolishM vein. 
Whether yon plead with Eloquence his cause; 
Or toTOor client clear the doubtful laws; 30 

Then sure to gtihi ibf otMbwy Isyl, 
The wreaths of iyy, with unenvied praise. 

CetJd yoQ the pesstonpt in Iheir nte, oonbrol, 
TlMt demp the nobler pvrpose of the soul; 
Covld yoa these soothing discontents aUagr, as 
Soon shovldyou rise where witdon points th« way; 
.VHsdom he«gen-boBij at which we all should aiai> 
The little vulgar, and the known to hm». 
If we wouUl live, within our proper s ph ere^ 
Dear to ourselves* and to our eounftiy deofk ID 

ITow tell nOk whether Plaaeus holds m part 
CFor aura he weU de»«rve» it) in your hearts 
Or WW the reooneilintion made in vain. 
And like an Ul^sar'd wound breaks forth agnin. 
While iaeaperienc'd youth*, and Mood enflam^ 41 
Drive graot like cooiaen, to the yok« uutaBTdr? 

Where'er ye are, too eacellent to prove , 
The broken union of fraternal love, 
A votive heifer gratefeUy I feed. 
For your return i* ncrifieo to Meed« J9 



Ver. ag^ IMMftar jmb tkti, tmj 
BOW mj to a ONBMl, whclhsr yoe give jtar dioat'fow 
epiaioa in yoor duttb«r% er plead his caaM ia the 



EPI0ZLEIV, 
TO A1BI08 TiaOlLUS. 

A LBIUS^ in whom my satires find 
'^^ A candid critic, and a kind/ 
Do yon, while at your coiiutry*seat^ 
Som« rhyming labors meditote, 
Ibat shall in Tolum'd bulk arise, $ 

And even from Cassias bear the prise. 
Or, saanterint thro' the silent wood, 
Think what befits the wise and good f 

ThoQ art not formM of lifeless mould, 
With breast, inanimate and cold ; 10 

To thee the gods a form complete. 
To tiiee the gods a large estate 
In bounty gave, with skill to know 
How to eiQoy what they bestow. 

Can a fond nurse one blessing mora 15 

Even for her favorite boy implore. 
With sonse and clear expression blest, 
. Of fiiandshipt honor, liealth possest, 
A tahto, elegantly plain. 
And ft poetic, euj vein? tt 

AIUm TBMbm, to whom Ode SS. Book L to als 
r ss ssd , was one of fht psrest of the Boaan Poeli, 
titapi^ to Virgil. Hie Engliih reader mtj ftrm 
Lsre 



ptitape, to Virgil. Hie Engllih 
jadgment of his works from Hi 
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By hope Impii'd, daprast with fear. 
By puftion waim'd, perplez'd with can. 
Believe, that every ■lot^iig's fay» 
Hath lighted up thy latest day; 
HMD, if to-morrov's son be thine* 
With doable lustre shall it shine. 

Sach'are the maxims I embrace. 
And here, in sleek and joyous caaew 
Toa*U find, for laughter fitly bred. 
An hog by Epkuros fed. 



iookl. KPISTLES. SBi 

- fiPISILRV. 
TO TORQUATDS. 

TF, dear Torqnatus, yian can kindly dcifii 
'- To lie on beds, of simple form and plun,' 
Where herbs alone shall be yoor fhigal feasts 
\t eveninsr T expect you for my ^uest* 
>7or old, I owo, nor excellent, my #iaei 5 

>f five years vintage, abd a marshy vine; ' 
f you have better, hting th' enlivening cheer, 
>r, from an humble friend,' this snmmons bear. 
Bright shines my hearth, my Airbitare is clean, 
Viih joy my courtly guest to entertain: ' 10 
lien leave the hope, that, wing'd with folly, flies; 
^ave the mean quarrels^ that iron wealth arisff; 
^ave the litiirioas bar, for Cassar's biitfa 
■roclaims the festal hour of ease and mirth, 
trhile social converse, and sincere delight^ 15 

hall stretch, beyond its length, the snmmer^s nighU . 
ay, what are fortune's gifb, if I'm denied 
heir cheerfol ose f for nearly are allied 
he madman, and the fool, whose sordid care 
[akes himself poor, but to enrich bis heir. SO 
ive me to drink, and, crown'd with flowers, despise 
be grave disgrace of being thought unwise. 
What cannot wine perform? It brings to light 
be secret soul; it bids the coward fight; 

Hus Epistle has been vilely tramlttsi-by Swift. 
R 
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Gives beiD^ to our hopM, and from our hearts 85 
Drives the dull sorrow, and inspires new arts. 
Whom hath not an inspiring bninper taii(ht 
A flow of words, and loftiness of tliooght? 
Even in the oppressive grasp of poverty 
It can enlarge, and bid the wretch be free. 90 

CSheerfiil vaj usual task I undertake, 
(Nor a mean ficure in mj ofi&ce make) 
That no foul linen wrinkle up the nose ; 
That every plate with bright reflecUoo shows 
My guest his .fiwe; that none, when life grows fay, S5 
The social how of confidence betny. 

That nU ift equal fxiendship may unite* 
Tour Botn and Septtoius ru invite. 
And* If hflTs not enfag^d to better cheer. 
Or « kind f^ Sabinus shaU be here. 40 

8CU1 thtte is room, and yet the svmner*a heat 
May pnrr^ olfciiai^ if the crowd be great : 
But write m» word» how ma^y yon d«aire» 
Then instant ftom the busy world retire ; 
Aod whUe your tedious clienU fill the hidU 45 
Slip ^ut nt the back-doer, a(nd Ulk them nil. 



Bookl. EPISTLES. m 

EPISTLE Vr. 
TO NUMTCIUS. 

yO view all nature with unwonderiug breast, 
Is the sole meaa to make, to keep us blest. 

There are, untainted with the thoughts of fear, 
TTbo see the certain changes of the year 
Unerring roll ; who see the glorious sun, 5 

knd the fix'd stars, their annual progress run : 
)ut with what different e^e do the\y behold 
The gifts of earth ; or diamonds or gold ; 
)ld ocean's treasures, and the pearly stores, 
i¥afted to farthest India's wealthy shores ? 10 
)r with what sense, what language, should we gaie 
)n shows, employments, or the people's praise I 

Whoever dreads tlie opposite extreme, 
>f disappointment, poverty, or shame, 
8 raptur'd with almost the same desires, 15 

Is he, who doata on wfas^t the world admires.: 
Iqu&l their terrors, equ»l their surpci^ 
HThen accidental dangers ro}iBd thjem rise: 



TTiis Epiatie bas been jpita^ ^ Popt, ^IH*. Warton- 
utly says of it, that «it is the most flui^ed of aU^ 
bto imttations, and executed in IRat liigb manner t6e 
Italian paiateis call em MMre." Pepe' adopts the Mt 
ouplet of Creech, which begini^ NH U mdmk<^ vbielr 
ijrancte also adoi^; bat (though derived from it) to. 
ivoire, is a verj mfUihM trvntTsilon of admirdrif which 
nplie* here,,sarpirife, mii|gleAt«j|h teifer is wrti a^ 
esire, hi which last sense otfif, we osf t9,a(bmre, .[ 
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Nor mattei^ it, vhat passions fill his^breast. 
With joy or grief, desire or fear opprest, flft 

With down-fix'd eyes, vho views the varying scene. 
Whose soul grows stiff, and stupified his kMrain. 
Even virtue, when pursu'd with warmth extreme. 
Turns into vice, and fools the sage's fame. 

Kow go, Numicius, and with higher gust SJ 
Admh-e thy treasur'd gold, the marble bust, 
Or bronze antique, the purple^s various glow. 
And lustred gem ; tliose works, which arts bestow. 
Let gazing crowds your eloquence admire. 
At early morn to court, at night retire, 90 

Lest Mutus wed a wife of large estate. 
While, deeper your dishonor to complete. 
The low4>om wretch to you no honor pays, 
Tho* you on him with admiration gaze. 

But time shall bring the latent birth to light, 35 
And hide the present glorious race in night ; 
For tho* AgrippaV awful collonade. 
Or Appian way, thy passing pomp survey'd. 
It yet remains to tread the drear descent. 
Where good Fompilius, and great Ancus went. 40 

Would you not wish to cure th* acuter pcuos. 
That rack thy toitiir'd side, or vex thy reins ? 
Would yon, and who would not, with pleasure live 7 
If virtue, can atone the blessing give. 
With iutlent spirit her alone pt^rsue, 45 

And with contempt all other pleasures vietr. 
Tet if you thIlHc, that virtue^ but a name;' 
That groves are groves, nor firom religion. claiaiy 
A sacrsd awei> 4y to the distant ooaat, 
Hor let dM fidi Bitbyiuaii trade be lost. 90 
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A thousand talents to the raonded sum* 
You first design'd ; then raise a second plomb ; 
A third successive be yoar .earnest care^ 
And add a fourth to make the mass a sqnart; 
For gold, the soTereign queen of all toiow, S6 
Friends, honor, birth and beauty can bestow; 
The goddess of persuasion forms his train. 
And Venus decks the.welUbemonqr'd swain. 

The Cappadodan king, tbo' rich in slaves, 
Tet wanting money* was bat rich by hidves» fiO 
Be not like him. Luculins, as they say. 
Once teing ask*d to furnish for a plajr 
An hundred martial vests, in wonder cried. 
Whence can so vast a number to supplied I 
But yet,, whatB'er n^y wardroto can afford, 05 
You shall command ; then instant wrote him word, 
five thousand vests were ready at his call, 
He might have part, or, if he pleasM, take alL 
Poor house! where no superfluous wealth's unknown 
To its rich lord, that thieves may make their own. 

Well, then if wealth alone our bliss insure, 71 
' Our first, our latest toil should wealth secure : 
If pride, and public pomp the blessing claim. 
Let's buy a «lave to tell each voter's name. 
And give the hint, and thro' the crowded street 
To stretch the civil hand to all we meet. 70 

" The Fabian trito his interest largely sways ; 
" Thb the Veliniaa ; there a third, with ease, 
" Can give or take the honors of the state, 
- The coofurs fosces, and the praetor's seat* 80 
" Aoeording to their age adopt them all, 
" And brother, firtber, mosi foeetioiis cnlL** 
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If he liv*» wfe«, ^Tjo revels out Gm mcbt,^ 
Be gluttony our gtaiae; away ; *tls light, 
tees firiJ, or hunt, and Hien, at earty day, & 
Across tbe crowded fbmm take onr yny. 
Or to the Campus BC&rti«ks change the scene. 
And let our slaves display our hnatins trsin. 
That gazih'g crowds by ohe poor unxle be tao^t 
At wWat-* i^Hee tffe mighty "boar iw» bought, i 
Then l«t"ns b«th« whtte th* indigested fitod 
X.ie8 to'^ie-tf#%l}lng ^omach raw and erode. 
Forgetting nil Of '^^btacy^'itod ^hame, 
From the f^ book of freedom attrifre ow minr. 
And like fh* «ba»doflM UiysseM crew, i^ 

Onr Ithaob Aigo^ fbiMMen joys pvrsne. 
If Ufe% itolpid i^hovt miirth and \o^ 
Let love and ttinh Inripitt Hfb frnprove. 
Farewell, and if a better systeoi^ Cluae, 
Tmpltft tt Ihmkty, «r make sse of mine. A^ 



EPI&TLB Vil. 

TO WAICEHAS. 

T Pronits'4 at my coantxy taxm to stay 

But a few daya; jrat August nllM^way, 
And left your loiterer here: But kind forgive, 
(la cheerfnl health if you would have me live) 
And to my fiears the same indulgence ahow> 6 
As to my real iUneas yon bestow. 

The porpled^g now paints the aickJy year, 
And nndertekera in i>Iadi.9oap-«ppear; - 
Thfl fSatlibr, and, with eoiib«r passions watm'd. 
The tender mother liBr/hcr aon's alatm'd; Ip 

The crowded levee with e fbver.<kiUsk. 
And the long lawyer*a pleauaaeaU our iviili; 
BmX when the snows on.AU»9,'8.afoauteHi.lie) 
To Kxne wann seapport town your bard rttall fly, 
There jo'er. a book opt too.»eve)»jy ttend ; 15 

Resolved tq visit his iliaatrlods.fiiivid 
When western winds, and Ite first sWisUows bil«g 
The welcome tidings of reAamiw spring. 

In jtllier taste to me yonr bounty flow'd. 
Than to his ga«st the tough CaW^nen sbow'd-* fiO 
'* Theae pears are eoDoeUent^.tbea prithee feed."— 
rve eaten qoite enough-^" WelL . ¥ou indeed 
'* Shall take soase home-4a many ea you pleaae» 
<* For children love such Uttle gM^s as tlcBSe." 
I thank you, Mr, as if they nil wem ipioe— ''S5 
" Kay I if yon leave, yon leave them Jor (he swine." 
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Thus Ibolt ttiid spendtlmfts give wb«t tb«y datpiie. 
And hettce sach thankless crops for ever rise. 
The iriae and food with better choice bestow, 
Tet real gold from pl^r-house coanten Icnov. SP 
But thus much merit let me boldly daim, 
Ko base ingratitade shall stain my name ; 
And yet if I mast nerer leave you more; 
Give me ur former vigor, and restore 
Hie hair, that on the youthfal forehead plays; 35 
Give me to prate -with joy, to laagh with eaae. 
And o'er the flowing bowl, in sighing stndn. 
To talk of wanton Cinerama dbdain. 

Into a wicker cask, where corn was kept, 
Perchance of meagre corps* a field-mouse tnpi, 40 
Bot when she fili'd her paunch, and sloek'd her hide. 
How to get out agi^n, in vMn she tried* 
A weasel, who beheld her thus distrest, 
2n Meodly sort the lueklees mo^use addresC* 44 
" Would you esieape, yon must be poor and thin, 
^To pass the bole,, as when you ventnv'd in.* 

If in this tale tli* oalocky picture's mine» 
Cheerful the gifts of fortune I resign; ■ . 
Vor with a load of loxniy opprest. 
Applaud the sle^, that purer meals digest. 9D 
17or would exchange, for blest Arabia's grtd» 
Ify native ease, «nd freedom undMktroifd. 
' You oft bUve prais'd me, that no bold request, 
A modest poet i on your friendship prest; 
My flratefitl language ever was the same^ M 

I caird you every tender, awfui name; 
However try me»'WheUier I .can part 
Wrom att year beuty» with • ehtttfxd heart* 



To Menel«|i% mft imil'i8t»<lMi9tli,<bi:>8 esnaii L^^ 
" Our iali«4 JiMll:<no.«Mi <M^ toliMyliiB^i^ '*(^^ 

"The geMMvs teiM> thc»lgt«it^iiil»ttO rtAJIe^'J ' 
" a preseatr that 70« b€tfiw?ktt*»ii*.i»ll»"^'^ ^^^ 
For little fiaMi»becinD«1iieir4fttl^«rtej ^' ':»y ^M#t^ 
And, at my aee» soMtonM^ iiilfcniiil itfkt^^^ '''■"^'^ 
Bifl toft Xttrentwn^ ukrrQ dcltetoor «iMt{ ^ ' 
OrTibor's sfrfilude my taste oia plM«e.^» ■ ' - 

"Phifiep, •vtiose yooth vHs spent in •ftMitt'df#dti ' 
Now grown a finnoos lawyer at tfaiJiNM', - " fd' 
Retarniog home from court «ne tmltry day; ' '• ^ 
ComplainM, how tedioas was the l«d|i9iefi»d^irift^ '^ 
lb folks in years ; then wistfully sniVef^M • ' '^- 
A new trimm'd sparic, who, joyinr in the ihl^ae, '■ 
LolTd in a bavbor's «hop» wiCh tkt4ttmn% ^ 75' 
And pat^d his nkUs, ftiU indolent ef ttlntf : ' ' ^ 
" Demetrios (so was called Ms finraritatalayg^ -^ '<' 
" WCT a^ch c o -mitsi oas » righVtgaiy 4rtiaf»»: ^ 
** Run «iid-i»4uire of youdcr Mlow ^ttdgftt^nt *' 
'* His name, friends* coaatTTt^T^atMittiKad^^U^'' 
He goes, retnra*— *' YnltaiaBiii ]tts4«li1i;'^i<" «1- 
" Of little. fevtinM,>but «fi honest «mM) 
'' A public emv,!«ho <a. t he «sa n d >wfcya 
" Bustles te ge^ wtefc he- hnioys' with' ease. 
" A bq#B>comf»niei]l>^mong«t hi8«4nal8 known, 85 
" And the ematlliotlse he Ifrre* in is his own. 
"His bttsiaas^ oNrer, ia the ptMic shows; 
" Or to the -field ct Mart he saunteHng goes." 

Methinks, I long tp'see this Ponderous iHgbt;- 

Bidi Mtm be KUM' to>Hip witii «• to>h3ght. gO' 

R8 
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Menu, with avkvard «ooder» icaice beliMos 

Tbe Gomteoas inviutioa he receives: 

At last, politely begs to be ezeasM— 

" And am I thea with insolence refus'd i 

** Whether from too tnuch fear* or too much pride* 

" I know not, but he flatly has denied." g6 

Fhiltp next mom our honest pedlar found 
Dealing his iron merchandise around 
To his small Ghi4»;-o4he first good^morvow S«ve; 
Menas oonfus'd-*" Behold a veiy slave, lOO 

** To business chain'd, or I should snrely wait 
" An early client at your Worship's gate ; 
" Or had I first perceiv'd you— as I live"— 
Well, snp with me to^nigbt, and I forgive 
AH past neglect. Be punctual to your hour ; IQS 
Remember I expect you just at four. 
Till tlien farewell; your growing fortunes mend* 
And know me for your servant and your frinnd* 

Behold him now at supper, vhere he said* 
Or right or wrong* what came into his head, tlO 
When Philip saw his eager gudgeon blte» 
At mom an early elient, and at night 
A certain gueat, hb project to complete. 
He takes him with him to hb oonntiy-seat» 
On horse-back now he amUes at his eaae, 115 

The soil, the dimate his incessant praise. 

Philip, who well observ'd our rimple guost^ 
Laughs in his sleeve, resolVd to have his jest 
At any ratet then lends him fifty pound. 
And promis'd more, to boy a spot of groond. ISO 

But, that our tale no longer be delny'd, 
Boughtis tbe groond* and our vnuemerGhaataude 
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A veiy nistic; wfiile at endlesa.nte, 
Vinqrards and farrows are his constant prat*. 
He plants his elms for future vines to rise, US 
Grtfws old vith care, and on the prospect dies, 
fint when his goats bj sickness, and by thieves 
Bis sheep are lost, his crop his hope deceives* 
And his one ox is luU*d beneath the yoke, 
Soch various losses his best spirits broke. ISO 

At midnight dragging out his only horse. 
He drives to Philip's house his desperate course; 
Who, when be saw him rough, deformed with hair, 
** Tour ardent love of pelf, your teo much care 
" Bath surely brought you to this dbmal plight.**— 
Oh I call me wretch, if you would call me righ^ 
The caitiff cries; but let this wretch implore. 
By your good genius-^all that you adore, 
fiy that right hand, sure never pledg'd in vaiq» 
Bestore me to my former life again. 140 

To bis first state let hiip return with speed. 
Who sees how far the joys he. left exceed 
His present choice : for all slio,uld be con6n*d 
Within the bounds, which nature hath assigned. 
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TO CEL80S ALBrNOVANOa 

^PO Celsus, Mase, my wannest vfsbes bear. 

And if he kindly ask you liow I fore. 
Say, tho* I threaten many a vast desii^n, 
ITor happiness, nor wisdom, yet are mine. 
Kot that the driving hail my vineyards beat; 9 
Not that my oRves are dcslroy'd with heat; 
Vot that my cattle pine in fordgn plains— 
More in iny mind than body lie my pains. 
Reading t hate, and with unwilling ear 
The voice of comfort, or of health I hear. lo 

Friends or physicians I with pain endure, 
Vho strive this languor of my soul to core. 
Whate'er may hurt me, t with joy pursue ; 
Whatever may do me good, with horror view. 
Inconstant as the wind I various rove ; U 

At TiMir, Rome: at Rome, I Tibur love. 

Ask how he does ; what happy arts support 
His prince's favor, nor offend the court ; 
If all l>e well, say first, that we rcdoice. 
And then, remember, with a gentle voice 20 

Instil this precept at his list'ning ear, 
" As you yoor fottaoe, we sliall Celsus bear.** 



.Boole f. JKPISTCES. m 

BPISKIXB IX. 

TO TIfrBltIVS NERO. 

C EPTIMIUS only knows, at least, would seem 

To know, tbe sfiare I hold in your esteem. 
And when he asks, nay would by prayer prevail. 
That I present him with my warmest zeal, 
"Worthy of Nero's family, and heart, 5 

Where only men of merit claim a part; 
When fondly he persuades himself I hold 
A place among your nearer friends enrolfd. 
Much better than myself he sees and knows 
How far my interest with Tiberius goes. 10 

A thousand things I urg'd to be excus'd, 
Tho* fearfiil, if too warmly I refusM, 
I might, perhaps, a mean dissembler seem, 
To make a property of your esteem. 

Thus have t with a friend's request complied, 15 
And on the confidence of courts relied : 
If you forgive me, to your heart receive 
The man I love, and know him good and brave. 

Iliii to ae most delicate recommendatioQ of a fiiend 
to (he patronage of a great man t£at can possibly bo 
imagined. . Itis imiCatwl with yurj good effect by Prtor, 
in a recommendation of his friend Mr. Skeltoa, to Mr. 
Harlef, aftervardi Lard O^cAvd*. 

. Vcr. %.Muek tHuter^ te.] TUs cevplet of Frtadi ti 

•iBoyt litenHy ttm PHor. 

" Timt'btUet Aan mysdi^ it aeems be knowi^ 
" Row tu Bf talerest witfa mj pttira go6«.*» 
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.EPISTLE X. 
TO ARISTIUS FUSCU& 

rpO Fuscus, who in city-sports delights, 

A country biird with gentle greeting wiites; 
In this we diflFer, but in all beside. 
Like twin-born brothers, are our souls allied ; 
And, as a pair of fondly^onsUnt doves, 5 

Tho* linked in love whom different duty moves ; 
You keep the nest, I love the rural mead. 
The brook, ^he mossy rock and woody glade ; 
In short, I live and reign, whene'er I fly 
The joys, you vaunt with rapture to the sky, 10 
And like a slave, from the priest's service fled, 
I nauseate honey'd cakes, and long for bread. 
Would you to nature's laws obedience yield; 
Would you a house for health or pleasure build. 
Where is there such a situation found, 15 

As where Uie countiy spreads its blessings round? 
Where is the temperate winter less severe ? 
Or when the sun ascending fires the year. 
Where breathes a milder zephyr to assuage 
The dog-star's fury, or the lion's rage? 90 

.Where do less envious cares disturb our rest? 
Or are the fields, in aatore's coloiir» drest, 

. C I ' 

Ver. 13. Would »m to tuUufei lawt, &c.l V«t few 
.|>eflwHii'JnilMd ace mUf aenaibls of- the bCMrtiea of 
rural scenery, and the pleasoret of jroral retirement; thcjr 
are entirely lost on the votaries of anbUkM^ of Juxtfy, 
of comaiero^ taA even of agricultups. 
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I^ess grateful to the snell, or to the right. 
Than the fieh floor, with inlaid marble bright? 
Is water pnrer from the bursting lead, 85 

Than gently mormoring down its native bed ? 
Among your columns, ridi with various^ dyes. 
Unnatural woods with awkward art arise : 
IToa praise the house, whose situation yields 
An open prospect to the distant fields. SO 

Tho' nature be expell'd with proud disdain, 
Tlie powerful goddess will return again ; 
Return ia silent triumph to deride 
The weak attempts of luxury and pride. 

The man, who eannot with judicious eye S5 
Compare the flpece that drinks 'the Tynan dye. 
With the pale Latian ; yet shall ne'er sustain 
A loss so touching, of such heart-felt pain. 
As he, who can't, with sense of happier kind, 
Distinguish truth from falshood in the mind. 40 
They, who in fortune's smiles too much delight 
Shall tremble when the goddess takes her flighty 
For if her gifts oar fonder passions gain. 
The firail possession we resign with pain. 

Then leave the gaudy blessings of the great, 45 
The cottage offers a secure retreat, 
Where you may make a soHd bliss your own. 
To kings, and favorites of kings, unknown. 
A lordly stag, arm'd with superior force. 
Drove from thtir common field a vanquishM horse, 50 
Who for revenge to man his strength enslav'd. 
Took up his rider, and the bit receiv'd: 
But, when he saw his foe with triumph slain. 
In vain he strove his freedom to regain. 
He felt the weight, and yielded to the rein, i 



'1 
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So he, who povertgr wi4b horror viewf t 
Kor frugal nature's bounty knows to use; 
Who sells his freedom in exchange for gold, 
(Freedom for mines of wealth too c)K«ply sold) 
Shall make eteroal servitude his fate fio 

Aod feel a haughty master's gallii^ weight. 

Our fortunes and our shoes are near allied ; 
We're pinch'd in strait, and atumUe in the wide. 
Then learn thy present fortune to taioy. 
And on my head thy just reproach employ, 65 
If e'er, forgetful of my former self, 
I toil to raise unoecessaiy pelf. 
For gold will either gown or obey. 
But better shall the slave, thau tyrant, {day. 

This near the shrine of idleness I peduM, 70 
Sincerely blest, but that I want my friend. 



Book I. EPISTLES. 977 

■ f ' 

EPISTLE XL 

TO BOLLATIUS. 

nrvO the fam*d Ulands of th' Ionian seas, 
*^^^ Lesbos, or Chios, my BuIIatins please ? 
Or Sardis, vhere great Croesus held his court ? 
Say, are they less, or greater than report ? 
Does Samos, Colophon, or Smyrna, yield S 

Compar'd to Tibur, or to Mars*s field ? 
Would you, fatiguM with toils of lands and seas. 
In Lebedus, or Asia, spend your days ? 

You tell me, Lebedus is now become 
More desert than our villages at home, { 10 
Yet there you gladly fiir your future lot. 
Your friends forgetting, by your friends forgot ; 
Enjoy the calm of life, and safe on shore. 
At distance hear the raging tempest roar. 

A traveller, tho* wet with dirt and rain, 15 

"Would not for ever at an inu remain. 
Or iwerc'd willi cold, and joying in the heat 
Of a warm bath, believe his joys complete. 
Tho* by strong winds your bark were tempest-tost, 
Say, would you sell it on a distant coast? SO 

Believe me, at delicious Rhodes to live. 
To a sound mind no greater bliss can give, 
Tlian a thick coat in summer's burning ray. 
Or a light mantle on a snowy day. 
Or to a swimmer Tiber^s freezing stream, S5 

Or sunuy rooms ia August's mid^day 0ame. 
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ynalt yet 'tis in your power ; while fortune snules. 
At Rome with rapture vaunt those happy isles. 
And with a grateful hand the bliss receive. 
If Heaven an hour more fortunate shall give. 30 
Seize on the present joy, and thus possess. 
Where'er you live, an inward happiness. 

If reason only can our cares allay, 
lHoi the bold site, that wide commands the sea ; 
If they, who thro' the ventcvouB ocean range, 35 
Kot their own passions, but the climate chans^e; 
Anxious (hto' seas and land to search for rest 
Is but laborious idleness at best. 
In desert TJiubras the bliss you'll find. 
If you preserve a firm and equal mind. 40 
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EFISTLS XII. 

' TO ICCIVS. 

'IIIZHILE Icdas farms Agrippa^s large estate, 

If he with wisdom can enjoy bis fate, 
Vo greater riches Jove himself can give ; 
Then cease eomplaining, friend, and learn to live. 
He is not poor to whom kind fortune grants, S 
Even with a fi-ugal hand, what nature wants. 

Are you with food, and warmth, and raiment blest? 
Kot royal treasures are of more possest; 
And if, for herbs and shell-fish at a feast, 
Tou leave the various luxuries of taste, 10 

Should Fste enrich you with a golden stream. 
Tour life and manners shall be still the same ; 
Whether mere moaey cannot change. the sool. 
Or virtue should our appetites control. 

That vagrant herds, in days of yore should eat 15 
The sage*^ harvest, while without its weight 
Hb si»rit rov*d abroad, shall ne'er be told 
As wonderful ; since, not debased by gold. 
And its infection, locios bravely wbe. 
Spurns this vile earth, and soars into tiie skies. SO 

Curious you search what bounds old ocean's tides) 
That thr >' the various year the seasons guides ; 



In Ode 89. Book L Horace had rallied Iccios for leaviog 
Us studies for the profession of anas ; he now eo»* 
gratalates Um on Us return to Us pfaUosofUcal pnnoMfc 
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Vbtther the stars, by their own proper force. 
Or foreign power, pursue their ▼agrant course : 
Why shadows darken the palto ^oeen of night : 25 
"Whence she renews her orb, and spreads her light: 
What nature-'s jarring sympathy can roeao» 
And who, among the wise, theirsystemsbestmaintain. 

But whether slauftliter'd onions crown your board. 
Or murdered fish an Impious feast afford, 30 

Beceive Pompeius Orosphos to your heart. 
And, ere be asks, your willing aid impart ; 
He ne*erihall make a bold, uojust request. 
And friendship's cheap, when good men are distrest. 

Kow condescend to bear the public news : SS 
Agrippa's war the sons of Spain subdues. 
The fierce Armenian Nero's virtue feels: 
Short by the knees the haughty Parthian kneels: 
Again the monarch is by Caesar crowned. 
And golden plenty pours her blessings round. 4D 
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EPISTLE XIII. 

TO VINIUS ASEtA. 

J" nrilTS, I oft desirM yon, ere you wen^ 

' Well seafd my votive volumes to present, 

r CflBsar's high ir health, in spiriU fay, 

»r if he askM to read th' Unoffer'd lay, 

<e8t you offiend with too officious seal, 5 

Lnd my poor works hi^ just resentment feel. 

Throw down the burden, if it gall your back, 

for at the pidace fiercely break die pack, J / 

je^t my dear ass become the 4aagliinff sport, 

:be ^oibbltng fable of tKe wits at cdurt. '• 10 

Thro' rivers, steeps, and fens, exert youf force, 

»for, when yonVe victor of the destinM course, 

Jnder your arm the letter*d bundle bear« 

is rustics do their lambs, witli awkward air; 

is Fyrrhia, reeling from the drunken bowl, 15 

Conveys away the ball of wool she stole ; 

Dr in hb pride, a tribe-invited fuest 

Carries his cap and slippers to a feast ; 

^OT loud proclaim, with how mucli toU yon bear 

Such verse, as m^y detain, even Csssar's ear. 90 

Farewell, make baste ; and special eaotion take. 

Lost you should stumble, and my orders break. 

Ver. 9. leK My iter tat.'] This qaibblC on the name of 
Asells, does no great honor to the taste of onr poet 
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EPISTLE XIV. 
TO HIS STEWARD IN THE COUNTRY. 

GTEWARD of piy woods and fields^ thoM calm 

retreats. 
That give me to myself: from those lone teats. 
Which you despise* by five small mansions seat. 
Five prudent sires to Varia's council went : 
Let OS enquire, if you, with happier toil, 5 

Root out the tliorns and thistles of the soil, 
Tfcan Horace tears his follies from his breast ; 
Whether my fiirm or I be cultured best. 

Tbo* Lamia's fdous tears, that oeaseloss monrn 
A brother .los^ have hindered my return, 10 

Thither my warmest ^wishes bend their ibroe^ 
Start from ^e goal, and beat the distant oowie. 
Rome is your raptore, mine the rural seat ; 
Pleas'd with each other's lot, our owif we hate ; 
But both are fools, and foob in like extreme; 15 
Guiltless the place, that we unjustly blaine. 
For in the mind alone our follies lie. 
The mind, that never from itself can fly. 

A slave at Rome, and discontented there, 
A country-life wis th^n your silent prayer : 80 
A rustic grown, your first d^res return. 
For Bbme/her public gemes and^Vatlis, yoVi bmn. 
Mre constant to Aiyseftf, I Jeave with paia,- 
By hateAU business foce*d, the nanil seene. 
From differept objects our desires aijse, 25 

And thence the distance, that between us lies ; 
For what you call inhospitably drear. 
To me with t>«auty. and delight appeaiv 
For well I know, a tavern's greasy steam. 
And a vile stew wilh Joy ydkir heart enflame, 30 
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While my srn^Il farm yields rather herbs than vines. 
Nor there a neighbouring tavern pours its wines. 
Nor harlot-minstrel sings, -wliian the rude sound 
Tempts you with heavy heels to fhump the gtound. 
But yon complain, that with uneeasing toil, 35 
Tou break, alas! the long nabrolceb'soil. 
Or loose the wearied oxen At>m the plough. 
And feed with leaVes new-gather*d from the botigh. 
Then feels your laziness an added paih. 
If e*er the rivulet be swoln with rain ; 40 

What mighty mounds against its foree you rear 
To teach its rage the sunny mead to spare ! 
Kow hear, from whence our sentiments divide; 

I In youth, perhaps with not ungraceful pride, 
I wore a silken robe, perfumM my hair, * 45 

And without presents charm'd the venal fair : 
From early morning quafTd the flowing glass ; 
Now a short supper charms, or on the grass 

; To lay me down at some fair river's side. 
And sweetly slumber as the waters glide ; 50 

Nor do I blush to own my follies past. 
But oWn those follies should no longer last. 
None there with eye askance my pleasures views, 

' With hatred dark, or poisoned spite pursues; 

^ My neighbours laugh to see with how much toil 55 
I cany stones, or break the stubborn soil. 
You with my city slaves would gladly join, 

f. And on their daily pittance hardly dine; 
While more refin'd they view with envious eye 
The gardens, horses, fires, that you ei^loy. 6o 

Thus the Blow Ox would gaudy trappings claim; 

The sprij^htly horse would plough amidst the team; 

jB^ nly aldvice, let each with cheerful heart, 
As best he understands, employ his art. 
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EPISTLE 3CV. 

TO VALA. 

"DT my pby«icitB*s htvta'd ftdvke I fly 
-^ From B«Ui*8 waters, yet with angry eye 
Tbe viUace viewa tBe^ ivhea I mean to bathe 
The middle winter** freesing wave beneath ; 
lioadly complaining that their myrtle grovea 5 
Are now neglected ; their sulfureous stoves* 
Of ancient tame our feeble nerves to raise. 
And dissipate the lingering cold disease, 
"While the sick folks in Clusium's fountains dare 
Plunge the bold head, or seek a colder air. 10 

The road we now must alter, and engage 
Th* unwilling horse to pass his usual stage : 
Ho I whither now i his augry rider cries. 
And to the left tbe restive bridle plies. 
We go no more to BaisB ; prithee hear— 15 

But in his bridle lies an horse's ear. 

Dear Vaia, say, how temperate, how severe. 
Are Velia's winters, and Salernum'a air : 
The genius of the folks, the roads how good : 
Which eats the better bread, and when a flood SO 
Of rain descends, which quaffs the gathered shower. 
Or do their fountains purer water pour ? 
Their country-vintage is not worth my care^ 
For tlio' at home, whatever wine, I bear. 
At sea-port towns I shall expect to find 25 

My wlo/es of ge^i^ous and of smoojther kind* 

The constnictjoo of the b^gianUv of this Bpisde. is 
modi cMilbied, snd eqaaUjr pttalbg to Che reader. and 
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ro drive away my cares, and to the soul, 
rhro' the fiill veias, with golden hopes to roll ; 
With flowing language to inspire my tongue, 
<knd naake the listening fair-one tliink me young. 30 
With hares or boars which oountiy's best supplied ? 
I¥hicb seas their better fish luzurious hide ? 
rhat I may home return in luseioDS plight^ 
Tis eors to credit, as 'tb yowrs to write. 

When MsBuinB had consum'd, with gallant beertiSS 
4 large estate, lie took the jester's art: 
h. vagrant aaiqr, of no certain maimer, 
<^ho knew not^ ere hedin'd, or Mend or stranger: 
Cruel* and scurrilous to all, his jest ; 
rhe ruin'd butcbtf's gulf, a storm, a pest. 40 

Whate'er he got bis ravening guto receive, 
And when or firieod or foe no longer gave, 
A. laiDb** fat pauncb was a delicious treats 
A.S mud> as three voracious bears could eat ; 
Then like reformer Beitius would he tell ye, 45 
rhat gluttons should be branded on the belly. 
But if, pefChance, he found some richer fore. 
Instant it vanlsh*d into smoke and air~ 
' By Jove I wonder not, that folks should eat^ 
' At one delicious meal» a whde estate, 50 

' For a fot thrush is most delightfnl food, 
' And a swine^s paunch superlatively good." 
Thus T, when better entertainments foil, 
iravely cMnmend a plida and frugal meal ; 
>n cheaper suppers shew myself foil wise, 55 
lut if some dainties more luxurious rile— 
' Right sage and happy they alone, whose fate 
>Qvnn tfatm a splendid house, and fauge estate." 
S 
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EPISTLE XVI. 

TO aUINTIUS. 

A 8K not, dear Qointiiis, if my farm auUntaia 
^^ With frniU, or mettdowa, or aboDdan t grain. 
It! weaLthy master ; ask not if the tiim 
Around its bridegroom-elm Inxariant twine. 
For ril describe, and in loquaeions strain, & 

The site and figure of the pleasing soene. 

A lengthenM diain of mountains, that divide. 
And open to the sun on«ither side: . 
The right vide spreading to tiie rising daj. 
The left is wmrm'd beneath his setting ray. lO 
How mild the clime, ^ere sloes Insurious grow. 
And blushing cornels on the hawthorn glowl 
With plenteous acorns are my cattle fed. 
Whose various oalu around their master spread ^ 
For you might say, that here Tarentnm waves 15 
Its dusky shade, and poors forth all its leaves. 
A fountain to a rivulet gives its name. 
Cooler and purer than a Thracian streaaiy 
Useful to ease an aching liead it flows. 
Or when with burning pain the stomach glows. 90 

This pleasing* this delicious soft retreat 
In safety guards me from September's heat. 

Would you be luippy, be the thing yea 1 
And sore yon now possess the world's i 



The denriplioa of Us vflla, wUch was a Ikvotlta m^^M 
of Hotsos, and the trsMtdon to precept* of pUl«>«oMk 
and m^nOtj, m ooe of the happtat eflbrts of his B^mT 
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Kor yet to others too much credit give^ SI 

But in yomr own opinion, leam to live ; 
For know the bliss in our own judgment lies. 
And none are happy, but the good and. wise. 
Hor, tho' the crowd prononnoe your health Is goo<^ 
Disguise the fever larking in your blood» 30 

Till trembling seise you at th* unfinish'd meal. 
For fools alone their ulcered ills conceal. 

If some bold flatterer soothe your listening ean^ 
" The conquer'd world, dread Sir, thy name reveresy 
** And Jove, our guardian god» mth power diidne,a5 
*' Who watches o'er Rome's happiness and thine^ 
" Tet holds it doubtful, whether Rome or yoUp 
" With greater warmtli, each other's good pursae." 
This praise, y«u own, is sacred Caesar's fame; 
Bat can you answer to your proper nam^s, 40 
When yon are call'd th' accomplish'd or the wis«» 
ITames which we all with equal ardor priae f 
Tet h6, who gives to>day this heedless praise* 
Shall take it back to-morrow, if he please. 
As when the people fk-om some worthless knave 4B 
Can tear away the consulship they gave ; 
" lay down the name of wisdom, Sir, 'ti5 mime;** 
Confttt'd I leave him, and his gifts resign. 
"What if he say I hang'd my aged sire. 
Call me a thief; a slave to lewd desire, 90 

Shall I be tortur'd with nnjust disgrace. 
Or change the guilty colours of my face I 
XUse pruse can charm, unreal shame control— 
"Whom, but a Scions or a sickly soul i 

Ter. 94. Tfk evuitier'd w§rU, &c.l Horace to pecoliariy 
«aoceMlU tai taking Ocse mszpectsd opportiDMcs. of 
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Who thenis tood? 

ODINT10& 
Who carofidly obtervcs 5S 

The senate's vise decrees, nor ever swerves 
Aom tfaeknoiwB rnlee of justice end the laws: 
Whose baU secofes, whose oath decides a caase. 

HORACE. 
Yet his own house, his neighbours, thro* his art 
Behold an inward baseness in his heart. 60 

Suppose a slave should say, I never steal, 
I never ran away—" nor do you feel 
" The fla^ant lash*— No human blood I shed— 
" Kor on the cross the ravening crows have fed"-' 
But Sir, I am an honest slave, and wise— 65 

** My Sabine neighbour there the fact denies. 
*• For wily wolves the fktal pit-lall fear j 
* Kites fly the bait, and hawks the latent snare; 
** But virtuous minds a love of virtue charms : 
" The fear of chastisement thy guilt alarms. ' 70 
*' When from my stores you steal one grain of wheat, 
** Idy loss indeed is less, your crime as great.* 

Tour honest man, on whom with awful prause 
The forum and tlie courts of justice gaae. 
If e'er he make a public sacrifice, 75 

Dread Janus, Phoebus, clear and loud he cries ; 
6at when his prayer in earnest is preferr*d. 
Scarce moves his lips, afraid of being heard, 
" Beauteous Laverna, my petition bear ; 
" JEiet me with truth and sancti^ appear : 80 

" O ! give me to deceive, and, with a veil 
" Of darkness and of night my crimes conceal." 

Behold the miser bending down to eartli 
For a poor ferthing, which the boy» in mirth 
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Pix'd to the groand ; and shall the caitiff dare 89 
In honest freedom with a slave compare? 

Whoever wishes is with fear posseat. 
And he, who holds that passion in his breast. 
Is in my sense a slave ; hath left the post 
Where virtue plac'd him, and his arms hath lost: 
To purchase hasty wealth his force applies, gi 
And overwhelm'd beneath his burden lies. 

Say, is not this a very worthless knave ? 
But if you have the most untoward alave. 
Yet kill him not, he may some prefit yield, gs 
Of strength to guard your flocks and plough your field. 
Or let him winter in the stormy main,' 
By imports to reduce the price of grain. 

The good, and wise, like Bacchus in the pli^. 
Dare, to the king of Thebes, undaunted say, 100 
What can thy power i thy threat'nings I disdain. 

PENTHEU8. 
Til Uke away thy gods. 

BACCHUS. 

Perhaps, yon mean 
My cattle, mon^, moveables or land ; 
Then take them all. 

I^NTHEUS. 
But, slave, if I command^ 
A cruel jailor shall thy freedom seise. t9S 

BACCHUS. 
A god shall set me free, whene'er I please. 

HORACE. 
Death is that god, the poet here intends 
That utmost course, where human sorrow ends. 

Ter. 107. Death is tktt fMlJ Hie words of the preceding 
line are ffom BoripMes; where Baochas, by a god,meaD> 
himself, which the explanation of Horace misrepresents, 
shwe Baodias as a god, coald not be also a uorfld. 
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EPISTLE XVn. 

TO 8CJEYA. 

A LTHO' my Sclera knows with art complete, 
•"• How to convene fwmliar with Uie great/ 
Tet to th* instrueCion of an humble fiieod. 
Who would himself be better taaght, attend : 
Iho*blindyoor guide, some precepts yet unknown 5 
He may disclose, which yon may make yonr own. 

Are you with tranquil, quiet pleasure blest. 
Or after sun-rise love an hour of rest ; 
If dusty streets; the rattling chariot's noise. 
Or if the neighbouring Uvern*s midnight joys, 10 
Delight you not, by my advice retreat 
To the calm raptures of a rural seat : 
Eor pleasure's not confined to wealth alone, 
17or ill he lives, who lives and dies unknown ; 
But would you serve your friends and joyous waste 15 
tnie bounteous hour, perfume you for the feast. 

His patient herbs could Aristippus eat. 
He had disdain'd the tables of the great; 
And he, who censures me, the sage replies, 
If he could live with Jiings, would herbs despise. 90 
^Tell me, which like; you best, or, younger, bear, 
"Why Aristippus' maxims best appear ? 
Tot with the snarling cynic well he play*d, 
** I am my own buffoon, you taJce the trade 
•* To please the crowd ; yet sure 'tis better pride, S9 
« Maintaln'd by moearchs, on mj' horse to ride. 
* And while at conrt observant I attend, 
« For things of vUeoess yoo sttbiaiMive bend ; 
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" Own ft snperior» and yet proodly vtnat^ 

" Imperious cynic, that you nothing want.*' 30 

Tet Aristippns every ttate became : 
In eveiy various chaofe of life the same; 
And thb' he aim*d at things of higher kind^ 
Tet to the present held an equal mind. 
But that a man, whom patience taught to wear 39' 
A double coat, should ever learn to bear 
A change of lifo, with decency and ease. 
May justly, I confess, our wonder raise. 

Yet Aristippus, tho' but meanly dres^ 
Nor wants* nor wishes for, a purple vest ; 40 

He walks, regardless of the public gase. 
And knows in eveiy diaracter to please; 
But neither dog's, nor snake*s envenomed bite 
Can, like a silken robe, the cynic fright. 
" Oivp him his mantle, or he dies with cold.—** 45 
" Kay give it, let the fool his blessing hold.** 

In glorious war a triumph to obtain. 
Celestial honors, and a seat shall gain 
Fast by the throne of Jove ; nor mean the priJse 
These deities of human kind to please. 50 



Vcr. SI. Tet AmOppmtt te.] The origiaal word eOor, 
which obvionlj is put flgunthrely for form or habit of 
life, the sagacloiH M. Saaadoo chuet to comider ss 
awaaiiig habtt or dre«; which, with hi* anal deference 
to that critic** opiaion, naneis has sdmitted lato fhe 
text 

▼er. 9& A iomUe awI.] This nrait appear inexplicable 
to the reader who does not know that this was <»e of 
the thrae distindioii* of a cynici for a Oreek poet ctlli 
Dkigenes « a man who cairies a MBl, w«us a doable 
** eoal* and feeds npoi air." 



391 EPISTLES. Ifook K 

*' But* midst the ttorau «pd tempests of a •ourt, 
* Not eveiy one shall rsach the 'Wish'd4br port; 
** And sure the man, who donhts of dls success, 
" Wisely declines th* attempts — Then yon oonfisss. 
That who succeeds, thos dHBcalt hb part, 5S 

Gives the best proof of ooursge, as of art. 

Then, here, cur no where, we tiie truth shall find; 
Conscious how weak in body or in mind. 
When we behold the burden with despair. 
Which others boldly try, with spirit bear, 011 

If virtue's aught beyond an empty name, 
Rewards and honors they with justice claim. 

In silence who their poverty conceal. 
More than th' importuoi^e, with kings prevail : 
And whether we with modest action take, 6S 

Or snatch the favor, may some difference make. 

From this ftiir fountain our best profits rise. 
For when with plaintive tone a suppliant oies. 
My sister lies unporticm'd on my 4i«ids : 
My mother's poor, nor can I sell my lands, 70 
Or they maintain me ; might not he have said* 
Give me, ah ! give me, Sir, my daily bread f 
While he, who hears liim, chants on t'other side, 
Wifth me your bounty* ah ! with me divide; 
But had the crow his food in nlence eat, T9 

Less had his quarrels been, and more his meat. 
A jaunt of pleasure should my lord intend. 
And with him deign to take an humble friend, 

V«r. es. In HhHee.'} Fsr « Mi thi eM rt e u of fhis <A»- 
•mtioai, r nlier the rewler to (be eonmssfioa between 
me Duke of imma sod GO Blaiw 
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To talk of broken roada» of cold and nin. 

Or of bis plauder'd bag gage to eomplain, 80 

Is but tbe trick, wliich wily harlots try, 

Who for a girdle, or e necklace, ay ; 

So oft they weep, that we believe no mor^ 

When they with tears a real loss deplore. 

Bev whom a lying lameness once deceivei^ 89 

Ho more the falling vagabond believes. 

And tho* with streaming tears the caitiff cries* 

Help m^ ahl cruel ! help a wretch to rise ; 

Tbo* lottd he swear, " my 1^ is really broke; 

** By great Osiris I no longer joke ;" gO 

Yet the hoarse village answers to his cries, 

Qo find n stranger to believe your lies. 



SS 
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EPISTLE Xnil. 

TO L0LLIU8. 

T OLLnXS, if well I know yotir heart, 

■^ Yonir fraiAnes* can disdain an art. 

That will to sordid flatteiy hend. 

And basely counterfeit the fHend ; 

For such the difference, I ween, - 5 

The flatterer and friend between. 

As is betwixt a virtuous dame. 

And prostitute of common feme. 

Behold, in opposite excess, 
A different vice, tho* nothing less ; !• 

Rustic, inelegant, nncouth, 
'^ilh shaggy beard, and nasty tooth. 
That fbndly would be thought to be 
Fair virtue, and pore liberty : 
Bat ^rtue in a medium lies, "i^ 

From whence these different follies rise. 

Another, with devotion fervent. 
Is more than your obsequious servant; 
Admitted as an humble guest, 
"Where men of money break their jest, » 

He waits the nod, with awe profbund, "> 

And catches, ere it reach the ground, > 

The falling joke, and echoes bade the sound. J 
A school-boy thus with humble ur. 
Repeats to pedagogue severe; ^ 

Thus players act an under-part. 
And foar to put forth all ttieir art. 

The auiiject of Chii EpMie k my new the saaw witk 
that of tht preceding one* 
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Another in dispute dngSffeSr 
'With nonsenae arm'^l for notiitniT rages, 
" Shall not my werd'be first roeeiv'd i 30 

** My word of honor not belieir'd i 
*' And shall I, irbfeUier rif^t or wrong, 
** Be forc'd» forsooth, to hold my tongue } 
" No—, at a prkse so base and mean, 
*' I would a thousand lives disdain." S5 

But what pnwrolies tiie dire contest i 
Which gladiator fences best, . 
Which takes you to Brundaaium*s bay. 
The Appian or Minucian wayl 

Now, LoUius, mark the wretch's fotie, 40 

Who lives dependant on the great. 
If the precipitatiog dice. 
If Venus be his darling ^ce^ 
If vanity his wealth. consumes • . 
In dressing, ibasting^ and perfMMs^ tf 

If thirst of gold his bosom mrmys,' 
A thirst, which nothing can appease. 
If poverty with vhaae he vie«ra, 
And wealth with eveiy viee parsnes. 
My lord, more vicious as marft greats AH 

Tiews him with horror, and with hate; 
At least, shall o'er him trnwoise. 
And like a fond mamm» advisi^. . 
Who bids her darling daughter shun i. 

The paths of folly she had run. fis 

Think not, he cries, to live like me ; 
My wealth supports my vani^; 

Ver. 98. Which takei you, &c.] There were two roads 
from Rome to Kundtwinm : tiie Ai^aa, which went 
aloDg the Tuscan lea { and the Minwiaii» whidi erosied 
over the conatnr of tiie Sabiaes. 
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Your Mis should M moderats, 

Froportion'd to a smaU «>Ute. . ^ 

Eutrapelvs, in menr.mood, *SB 

The ohjects of hb wrath panv'd. 
And whera he deepest vengeance meant* 
Una clothes* with ernel bountjr* sent; > . 
fbr when the happy caxoomb's drest. 
Strange hopes and projects fiU his breast; 69 

He sleeps till noon, nor will the vartet, 
7or fame or fSotrtune, leave his harlot. 
Xavish he feeds the usareFs store. 
And when the miser lends no more. 
He learns the gladiator*s art, 70 

Or humbly drives a gardenei's cart. 

Strive not with mean, unhandsome lore^ 
Tour patron's bosom to explore, 
And let not wine, or anger wrest 
Th' intrnated secMt from your breast. 7S 

Vor blame the pleasures of your friend, 
17or to your own too earnest bend; 
Kor idly court the froward Muse, 
While he the vigocons chase pursues. 
Humours like these oould fatal prove 80 

To Zethus* and Ampliion*s love. 
Until Amphion kind eomidied, 
. And laid th' offensive lyre aside. 
So to your patron's will give way, 
His gentle insolence obey, 8S 

And when he pours ^into the plain 
His horses, dogs, and hunting4ridtt, 
Xreak from the peevish Muse away, 
Divide the toils, and share tlie- proy. 

The chase was by our sires esteem'd 00 

Healthful, and honorable deem'd. 
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Thy swiftness hr the bounds exceeds; 

!nie boar beneath thy javelin bleeds. 

And who, like thee, with grace can widd 

The weapons of the martial field, $5 

Or with such loud applause as thine» 

Amidst the youthful battle shine f 

In tiie destmctiTe war of Spain 
£arly you made your first campaign. 
Beneath a leader, who regadns, 100 

Onr eagles from the Parthian fimes. 
And boundless now extends his swagr, 
And bids a willing world obey. 

Ix>llins, tho* all your actions rise ' 
From judgment regularly wise, 105 

Tec oft at home you can unbend. 
And even to trifling sports descend. 

Tour little boats, with mimic rage, 

like Actium's mighty fleets engage; 

Tour lake, like Adria's ocean spreads, 110 

The adverse war your brother leads. 

Till victory her wings display. 

And crown the conqueror of the day. 

CaeSar, who finds that you approve 

His taste, shall your diversions love. 119 

If my advice regard may claim. 

Be tender of another's fame, < 

And be the man with caution try'd> 

In whose discretion yon confide. 

Th' impertinent be sure to hate ; ISO 

"Who loves to ask, will love to prate. 

Ears, that unfold to every tale. 

Intrusted secrets ill conceal. 

And you shall wish, bat wish in vaiiiy 

To call the fleetug worda agaia, ISS 
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Be Bot by IboUah love betny'd 
To tempt your patron's fiwrorite maid. 
For, if he grant your fond reciuest. 
He now believes you fiiU^ blest; 
If be refuse, you sure must prove, HO 

Tne tortures of despairing love. 

With cautious judguieat, o*er and o'er, 
Tlie man you reeommeod explore. 
Lest, when the scoundrel** better known. 
You blush for errors not yottr own. 1» 

Then frankly give him bp to shame, 
^ut boldly guard the injured fame 
Of a well-knowD, and v^ued friend. 
And with your utmost power defend; 
For, be assur'd, wben he's defiun'd, HO 

At you the envenom'd shaft is aiitt'd. 
When flames yosr netghbonr's dweUing setae. 
Your own with insHat rage «h4ll Uaae, 
Then haste to atop tbs ^reading fire. 
Which, if neglected, dsea higher. M5 

Untry'd, how sweet » coort^O^tendanfie I 
When tiy'd, hoir Jkeadfel the dependanoe I 
Yet, whUe your vessel's under saU, 

Be sure to catch the aying ga)e» 

Lest advene winds, «ith rapid force* IM 

Should bear you from your desttn'd course. 

The grave, a gay com^pauionf shun ; 
Far from the sad tlie jovial run; 
The g^y, the witty, and sedate. 
Are objects of each other's hate, . . I5f 

And they who quaff their midnight glass. 
Scorn them who dare a bumper pass, 
Altho' they loudly 's^^ear, they dread 
A sick debauch and aching head* 
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Be every look serenely gay, 160 

And drive all cloudy cares away. 
The modest oft too dark appear. 
The silent thoughlfuUy severe. 

Consult the wisdom of each page. 
Inquire of every scienc'd sage, 16^ 

How you may glide with gentle ease 
Adown the current of your days. 
Nor vex'd by mean and low desires, j, 
Kor warm'd by wild ambition's fires. 
By hope alarmM, deprest by fear, I70 

For, things but little wortli your care. 

Enquire if virtue's hallowM rules 
Proceed from nature, or the schools ; 
What may the force of care suspend. 
And make you to yourself a fnend ; 175 

Whether the tranquil mind and pure^ 
Honors or wealth our bliss insure, 
iDr down thro' life unknown to stray. 
Where lonely leads the silent way. 

When happy in my rural scene, 180 

Whose fountain chills the shuddering swaiu. 
Such is my prayer— Let roe possess 
My present wealth, or even less. 
And if the bounteous gods design 
A longer life, that life be mine. 189 

Give me of books the mental cheer. 
Of wealth, sufficient for a year, 
$or let me float in fortune's power. 
Dependant on the future hoar. 
To Jove for life and wealth I pray, IQO 

These Jove may give, or take away, 
BaW for ft firn^ ^Ad tranquil mind. 
That blessing 'in myself I'll find. 
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EPISTLE XIX. 
TO MJECEMA8. 

npO nge Cratinus if you credit give. 

No watOT'driDker's verses long shall live. 
Or long shall please. Among his motley fold* 
Satyrs and Ham, when Bacchvs had enroU'd 
Ibe braia-sick rhymer, soon the tuneful Nine S 
At morning breath'd, and not too swee^ of wine. 
When Homer sings the joys of wine, 'tis plain. 
Great Homer was not of a sober strain; 
And fiftther Ennins, 'till with drinking fii'd. 
Was never to the martial song inspired. 10 

Let thirsty spirits make the bar their choice, 
Kor dare in cheerful song to raise their voice. 

Soon as I spoke, our rival bards ei^sge. 
And o*er thefar wine eternal warfare wage. 
What! if with naked feet and savage air, tS 

Cato's short coat some numic coxcomb wear. 
Bay, shall liis habit and affected gloom, 
Oreat Cato's virtues, or bis worth assume? 



Tbis prsise of wine-driokJiig poets is evidently SA 
tronieal Satire en those writers who conid only ioiitsts 
the itttemperaBce, and not the merit of their predecenon. 
Yet, that our anoestmv esteemed Oe <ne of wine a 
•timaln to geaiuB, may be inferred fr<HB the anmnl bolt 
of sack allowed to flw Lamest; now redaoed to a rnodm^ 
of not a foarth of its value, though perfasps a lUr 
eqaivaieDt in the time of Dryden, when it wss catabHahed / 
on aocoont of the duty On tonnsge and poandi«e hdng 
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'When jtn&tT moor w» well resolv'd to please 
With well-bred rtUIery, and talkinf ease, flO 

To rival gay Timagenes he try'd, 
Tet bunt with disappointed spleen and pride; 
By such etamples many a coxcomb's caught, 
Whose utmost art can imitate a fiinlk. 

Should I by chance grow pale, our bardlings thhiir. 
That bloodless cumin's the true rhyming drink. 26 
Te wretched mfanibs, whose fond hearts have been. 
How oft ! the objects of my mirth and spleen. 
Thro* open worlds of ihyme I daFd to tread, " 
In pftChs unknown, by no bold footsteps led ; 90 
And he, who knows himself with conscious pride. 
Most oertainly the bnsanag hive shall guide. 
To keen iambics I first tun*d the lyre, 
And warm'd with great Archiloehus's fire. 
His rapid numbers chose, but shunaM with care S5 
That style, that Arove Lycambes to despair. 
I fear'd te change the structUFe of his line. 
And shall a short-liVd wreath be therefore mine? 
Sappho, whose veiae with manly spirit glows. 
And great Alcasus bis iambics chose *40 

In different stansas tho' he forms his lines. 
And to a theme more merdfnl inclines ; 
No perjur'd ure with blood-stain'd verse pursues, 
Kor ties, in damning rhyme, his iair<one*s noose. 
I first attempted in the lyric tone 45 

His numbers, to the Roman lyre, unknown, 

Ver. so. Manfy,^ Rrsacis In a note mys, the epithet of 
mascnia, (manly) wsi applied to Sappho, fl-om the spirit 
and force -of her poetry. If ancient tcandai may be be- 
lieved, there if probably another reason for the epithet. 
Tendencav not forc^ was flie character of Sappho's 
poetry. 
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And joft tbAt works of siidi onheard'Of tuto 
By men of worth and genio& ^ere embm^d. 

But would yott know, why some condemn afacood^ 
Tbankleis, ni^ast, what th^ at home applaod? 00 
I never bunt th* inconstant people's vote 
"With costly suppers, or a thread^iare coat; 
Tbo works of tiUed wits I nerer hear, 
Kor venfeftil in my torn assault th^ ear. 
The tribe of crsmmar>pedant8 I deqrise. 19 

And hence their tears of s^een and anger lisab 
I blush in grand assemblies to repeat 
If y worthless woikt, aad give such trifles weight ; 
Yet these profiessidns they witii wonder hear— 
* No. Tou reserve them for dread Csesai's ear; <to 
" With your own beauties charm'd, you surely know 
" Tour verses with a honey'd sweetness, flow*" 
Kor dare I ndly with such dangeroito foU| 
lisst I be torn in pieces for a joke, 
Tet beg, they wonld appoint another day» OS 

A place more proper to decide the firay. 
For jests a f^Barfui strife and anger, breed. 
'WhtBce qnarrela AfK% aad Auend wan proceed. 
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'EPISTLE XX. 
TO HIS BOOK. 

npHE thop§ of Hone impatient to behold, 

ADd, elegaatiy poltoh'd to be told. 
Too hate the tender seal, and goardian kmys. 
Which modeit volumes love, and fondly pr^so 
The public world, even sighing to be read,— , 5 
Unhappy book t to other manners bred. 
Indulge the fond desire, with which yon born, 
Ponue thy flight, yet think not to return. 

But, when insulted by the critic's scorn. 
How often shall you cry, ah! me forlorn i 10 

When be shall throw the tedious volume by, 
Vor longer view thee with a lover's eye. 

If rage pervert not my prophetic troth, 
Rome' shall admire, while you can charm with youth. 
But soon as vulgar hands thy beauty soil, 15 

The moth shall batten on the silent spoil ; • 
nien fly to Afric, or be sent to Spain, 
Our colonies of wits to entertain. 
This shall thy fond adviser laughing see* 
^, when his ass was obstinate like thee, 90 

The down in vengieauce push'd him down the hiU : 
For who wottld save an aas against his will ? 

At last thy stammering age in suburb>schools 
Shall toil in teaching boys their grammar-rules : 
But when in evening mild the listoning tribe S5 
Aronnd thee throog» thy master tbqs describe ; 
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A free-oian*8 son, with moderate fortone blest. 
Who boldly spread hb wings beyond his nest; 
What from my birth you Uke, to virtoe give. 
And 89y, with ease and happiness I live, 30 

With all that Rome in peace and war calls great; 
Of lowly stature : fond of summer's heat : 
Early turn'd gray : to passion qoickfy vab'd, 
Tet not lU-natiir'd, and with ease nppeaa'd. 
X«et them, who arii my age be fraakly told, 3S 
That I was forty4(mr I>eoenBben old. 
When LoUlQs diose wiOi Lepiditt to share 
The power aifd honors of the consul's chair. 
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BOOK II. 

EPISTLBI. 

TO AUGUSTUa. 

TTTHILE yon alone sustain th' important weight 

Of Rome's aiiairs, so various and so great : 
While you the public weal with arms defend. 
Adorn with morals, and with laws amend : 
Shalt not the tedious letter prove a crime, 5 

That steals one moment of our Caesai's time ? 

Rome's founder, Leda's twins, the god of wine. 
By human virtue'sr aisM to power divine, 
While they with ^ous cares improVd mankind. 
To various states their proper bounds assign'd, 10 
Commanded war's destroying rage to cease. 
And bless'd their cities with the arts of peaee. 

This Epistle has been imitated, or rather parodied, by 
Popc^ who has turned the hyperbolical flattery of Angostos 
ipto ironical aaicasm on George II. Pope^i avendon to 
Ike Home of Hanorer has no boonda. Tbe flnt six linae 
of Francia are a model of good translation. We are fond 
of abosiDg ow langeage for its aibilation. In the flnrt 
flfteen w«rda of the original, the letter x oocnn twelf e 
tinea. Tbe object of this Epistle is to censare those 
critics who will allow no merit to the poeby of Oeir 
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Complain'd their virtues and their toils could ftisc 
But slight returns of gratitude and praise. 

Who crushM the Hydra, when to life renev'd,!} 
Aixd monsters dire with fated toil subduM, 
Found that the monster envy never dies, 
.Till low in equal death her conqueror lies; 
For he, who soars to an unusual h^ht. 
Oppressive daasles, with excess of light, 90 

The arts beneath him s yet, wiien dead, shall prafs 
An ob(iect worthy of esteem and love. 

Tet Rome to thee her living honors pays : 
By thee we swear, to thee oar altars raise, ' 
While we confess no prince so great* so wiM^ 
Hath ever risen, or slmU ever rise. 

But that your people raise their Caesar's naae 
Above the Greek and Roman cbia& in hmc. 
Proves them* la this, indeed* most just and wiw» 
Tet other things they view with ether egress SO 
With cold contempt they treat the iiviBg bant; 
The dead alone c«i m«nt Cbeir ngnd. 
To elder bards so lavish of applaase, 
They-iove the language of our anetent lewst 
On Noma's hymns with holy rapture jpon, » 
And turn our mouldy records o^er and o'sr. 
Then swear transported, that the sacred IHne 
^onounc'd, on Aiba's top, each hallowVl line. 
. B«t if, becaifse the world with justice peys. 
T& the first bards of Greece its gxsteful pnte^ # 
In the same scale our poets must be wwgh'd. 
To such disputes what answer cut be made} 
Siaee we have gain'd the height of mrtial ftnCr 
I^t us in peaceful arts aaiert our ctoiaii 



BMkH. SriSTLES. 409 

The MM of OfMM BO longer tbil! osMl: 49 

Tber Mither Wftetlo, ting^ or paint eo woH. 

Bat let mo iak» liiim poetir* likn wine» 
b taught 1^ tine to m&Hiaw and refine^ 
Wh^ ahaU tV iamertal bord tegin to life? 
8a7, ahall a hondked yean oomplotely giv» K) 
Aaoag- yoor aoclMts a loll rigkt of elauB» 
Or wit& the wntelnd Modenia fix hit naaio? 
Soao Mitiin point ahoold fioith the debate^ 
"Then let hiA live a hundred years eompleta." 

Whdl IT wo take o year, o OMBth, a day» <fl5 
From this jodleioiifl Mffl of flune «ipay» 
Shall he among tie aadeuts rin lm fwm. 
Or sink with modems toomtcmpt and shMio i 
" Ammg the aoeionts let the basd appear, 
" Tbo*. yoonger by a month, or evon a yean." flu 
I take the grant, and bydbgreei pre^ii» 
(For lunr by Inir K p«ll the hoTM's taU> 
ilad Hhilo I take Oiem year by year away, 
Their sobtle beapo of afgnmentB deeay. 
Who judge by Minais, nor approve a line, fif 

mil death hM made the poetry divine. 

" £nniM» tto bratvev the lofty, and the wbev 
** AM>ther Homer in Iho crttio's oy«>k 
** FoivetB bis pNMiiso, now seeore of Ahbo^ 
" And heoda no iuwe lOa Pythagotfe dream. 70 
" Ko longer NaiviM, ot his plays remoin : 
** Yet wo iMiiinbei every pltetiog scene ; 
" flo mad& CMS time ita ansfU sanction giw 
" In sasnd IbaM to Ud a. poem live. 

"WlMtilbrdfapDMs of aadeoc pools rfse, 7S 
* In MOM 'Oao oMrileUM timr Aeilt Kfi { 
T 
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«• What deplh of lear^nc old Piowtat 

«« Witli strong •ublime the pot« <* Acdat gWwi; 

•* Menandci's comic robe Afiraiiias w«e» : 

" PlftBtiu es rapid m hi» ploto eppevB, » 

*« As E^lcheriBM : Teroooe cfaarms with art, 

- And grave CacUiM rink» into <*» *»««rt* 
-The* ero the pl«r» to which o«>r P~P»« ««; 
-liUthethreng'dptayJioMO crack with thednUlot*. 

- These eroesteemMaiegtoriee of the rtit^ •» 
« From the first dram* to a» P»«""*^«^^^ 

flonetimei the crowd e proper jBilimmit »i» 
jjttt Oft they tabor wider graes mistafces. 
As when their Mictaiil»tai«ilythiyni» 

Above eU modern rivelship of ptils*. ^ 

B«t thnt MWMIUMS their style nncowth w«n 
Of thd* hMih nnmbers redely hnrt o«r em% 
Or that ftiU iUtiy Aowe the kngnid line- 
He, who own. thb, hath Jov^ -m*^ •«» "^'-^ 
IMiik not I «ean, in vengeance, to dertmy » 
lUe works for which I smarted whea abjar. 
:9«t whea as perfect modela ttey aro pnird, 
correct and eha»te,l «wn I ita^ nmarfd; 
Whei>. if some bettor phrase er hawiw Hn^ 
«nth sodden lustro, vneipected Aine^ * 

However harsh the nigged namben roD, 
It stamps a price, awl meitt o» tfco whalfc 

I feel my honest indigaatiM iia% 
•When, with aflbeted air, a esnoBb crtu J 

The work, I own, has elegance >■<—— * "| 

Bat snro no modem shoold pfesoM to plsass : 
Then Ibr his fisverite endAts dsaee to«isim 
Hot perdMi onlff bnC rtw«* Md 



Wh«n aoirw«o*«nfimdtliMtac«aiidnrMtipeffbiM 
l%e crowded thMtic, sbonU I praswDM ^10 

The j<nt socflen of Atts's playft to ^wmm, 
Tbit sentto voald prononaee me k»t to iheno. 
Whatl crilidM the eeeaea, that clientfd Che 9f 
When MMop, sod when noedas trod tb* ttef*! 

WbeUMTtoafiMidoniMirpecalltftMt*, .tl» 
Or that iiMf think their age mn^ bo diigrae'd« 
Should thqr» with ewfcwwrd modmHtj, sotanut 
T» yonnicer jadfoe ia the onne of wit. 
Or own that it were best, provoking tnith ! 
In age t^ anleam the leamiaff of their yootb. KM 
He to whom Knma'e hymna appw divine, 
Altbo* liie Ignorance be great as mine, 
Kot to th' iitttstrioos dead his homage p^rs. 
Bat envious robs the living of their praise. 
Did Oreecef like ns» her modems disregard, tU 
Row had we now pessest one anoif^.bard ? 

When Greece beheld her wan in trinmpli cease. 
She soon grew wanton in Che arms of peace. 
Kow she with rapture views th' Olympic games, 
And^now the sculptor's power her breast enflames ; 
Sometimes, with ravishM son! and ardent gaae, 181 
Hie paintei's art intensely she snnr^ys; 
Kow hears, transported, mune*s pleasing dtarms, 
And now the tragic Mose her passions warms. 

Thus a Ibnd girl, the nnrse's datfing jey, 189 
Kov senks impatient, and now spams her toy. 
For what <an long onr pain, or pleasure raise? 
Such are th' effsots of happiness and ease. 

For asaiqr an age our Other's entertun'd 
Ihelr •arty cliea«s»»iMl the tow* esplain'dt 140 
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Wiiely tluor kii«w, thck ewitUHM Health to len<ik 
"While youth wan ta«^( with reverence to attend, 
And hear the ekl point out tlie pradent w^a^ 
To calm their «passioB«, and their fortunes raise. 

Kow the liglit peoB|6 bend to odier aims : 14$ 
A lust of aciiUaoff eveiy hreast enflanea; 
Our yonth, oar.ienatofa* with bays are crown*d> 
And at our liMsts eternal rl^mea go round. 
Even I, who verse^ and all its works deny. 
Can faithless Farthin's lyinff sons out-lye, 150 

And, ere tlie risioc sun displays his lights 
I call for tablets, papers, pens, and write. 

A pilot only daies • veaael steer; 
A doubtful drug wnticwi^d docUurs fear ; 
Musicians are to sounda aione eonfin*d« 1S& 

And every artiat hath bis trade assl^n^d^ 
But eveiy desperate blockhead darea to write : 
Verse ia ti^ trade of eveiy Uying wight. 

And yet this wandering levity of braia > 
Hath many a gentle virtue in its train. 160 

'So cares of wealth a poet's heart controLj 
Verse is the only passion of his soul. 
He laughs at losses, flight of slaves, or firea; 
Ho wicked scheme his honest breast inssttfaa 
To hurt lus pupil* or his friend betray ; 166 

Browu br®^ And roots his^ appetite aU^y i, 
Aad tho'. unfit foif war> t^joultoom. tmd^ 
In peapf hia gently talents af e diwlay'd. 
If you allow, that tUiagt of trivial weighs 
M^ yet support the grendeur of a^stnw,- )g>0 

He foriQs (iie inftofk toagtae tofirasMr Mud*. 
Nor suffers vile olMceAity to wmxwi 



His tender ^ut, but with the vords of twth 

Corrects tfae pauioos, tad tba pride «f yoolMi, 

Th' iUastrioua dead» who fill his SACved p«ge, Vf5 

Sbine forlh examiiles to each rising age; 

The laogoid hour.af povertjr he oheen, 

Aad the sick wrefth his voioe of confovt faevs«T 

Bid 3»ot the Maae iuspive the poet^s bye, 
Hpv «ottU Ahe yoii^f«t<d)«irtbeUr Toices rai»e JW) 
In vmyw hafPMMemi, while the fods nHie^d* i 
And gfacteos ibid the ftidiM shower descend; . 
AtovI (iieb- pk««ies, dispel «acfa hostile fear, 
And with glad harvests erewn the wealthy' ynar^ 
Thus can the sonnd of ail melodiobs Jays fti 
Th' pflhnded power» of heaven and beU «pp«ase. 

Otir ancient swains, of hardy, Wgoroos kind. 
At barvesMipnM, wfd te uiihend the mind 
With ftstal sports; Aose i|XHti,thaCbadetheii bear. 
With chiterfiil fa^cs, the labors of the year. tfO 
Their wivvs and ohildmn shared ttteir hevrs of rahptfa, 
Who shai'd ttheiv toUs ; when to the goddess earth 
OniteAd tiicy saedft^d a teeming swine. 
And potti'd tfae adlliy bowl «t %lvilnis shrine* 
Then to the genius <of theur fleeting boors, igs 
Mindful of life's short date, they edTer'd wine «M 



Here, in altcniate vene, with mstte lest 
The clowns their «<skwat!d nuMei^ expvest^ 
And as the year hronght haok the joi^ dar> 
Freely: they sported, tenoeeatfty gay, OO 

TjU cruel wik'was tum'd to open rage. 
And dnr'd the nobiest ftiniUes eagagis. 
When s«nH, who, Jbgr ita iMth enveoom'd Uti, 
Complained aloud ; others were struck with dread> 
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Tho' y«t wiKwch'd, and, in the puMic emuM, «» 
iDploi'd the jnst proteetkm of the laws, 
"Which fowa ii^orions Ubels wisely gmrd 
Our neighboQi'ft feme ; end mw the pradent herd, j 
'Whom the jutt terrort of the lash restraiii. 
To yieasore and institiction turns his Teln. tM 
When eon<iaer'd Oreeee hrongfat in her captive arts, 
She trinmphM o'er her savafe conquerors' art* ; 
IkoghC onr rongh verse its numbers to refine. 
And onr rude style wit* elegance to sMne. 
And yet some miits of our first mstie sttnin «5 
Oentinned long, and even tiU now remain. 
Wot it was Ute befbre onr bards enqinii'd 
How the diamatie Muse her*Qreeks inspiE'd; 
Bow JEKsbylus and Thespis form'd the stage. 
And what imc^v'd Che Sophoelean page. tfO 
Then to their ftvorite pieoes we applied, 
frond to translate, nor onsnccearfiil tried, 
Bor high «nd. ardent is our native vein. 
It breathes the spirit of |he tragic scene. 
And dares auccemful ; but the Bonmn Mnte t0 
Disdains, «r finrs the painful file to use. 
Becaose the comic poet forms his plays 
On common life, they seem a work of ease; 
Bnt, since we leu indulgence must eq^ee^ 
Sore we should labor to be mora correct. S30 

Even Pla«rttts Ml sustains a lover^ part^ 
A frugal sirt^ or wily pandm^ art. 
Dosseanus sixpebod shambles o*er the scenes 
BufiboDs, with hungry iests, his constant taimi 
for gold was aU their aim, and then the play tSS 
Might stand or fttt nindiftrattt wtw tt^. 
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He, who on i\mj'» mry chariot tries 
Xo moont the ttaf e, foil often lives and diet. 
A cold spectator chUls the Iwrd to death, 
Sat one warm look reeals his fleeting bresth. 840 
Snch light, each trivial thinga^d/epress or raise 
Jk soul inpsssion'd with a lost of praise. 

Farewell the stage; for hmnUy I disclaim 
Such fond pwsoits of pleasore, or of lame. 
If I BMiat sink in sbane, or swell with pride^ 945 
Jks the gaj palm is granted or denied, 
for sore the bard, tho' restdutely bold, 
Jliut quit the stage, 4>r tremble to behold 
The little vulgar of the damoroos pi^ 
Tho' void of honor, virtne, sense, or wit, SSO 

'When his most interestiiig scenes appear, 
Call for a priac-fight, or a baited bear; 
And should the nobles check their dear delight. 
They rise tomaltaoas, and prepare for fight. 

But even our noUes now from genins fly gSS 
To pageant shows, that charm the wandering eye. 
The scenes are firawn, and lo ! for many an hour 
Wide o*er the stage the flying squadrons poor. 
Then kings in diains confess thb &te of war, 
And weeping queens attend the victoria car. flflo 
Chairs, eoaches, carts, in rattling rout are roll'd. 
And ships of mighty bulk their sails unfold. 
At last the model of some captivB towns. 
In ivory buii^ the splendid triumph crowns. 



Ver. s^ To pate**** < AffwO Thi* is ezsclly a pictore of 
flbe tute of the Eagiiih aadienee now. The psrody of 
pope dwiis it was not so ia his day. 
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Sure, if SanocritM won yet oo earth, 965 

Whether a beast »f mUM and meoatnHiy KMh 
Bid them irith gaping admi cati o n gaaB^ 
Or a vhiiba elephaot their wouder raiaab 
The eroard would mora delight t>i« langUag taga, 
Than all the fiNtsa, and fioittesef the atage; flfD 
3b think that asaep ahoold in iadgoMnt alt. 
In solid dea f ness , on the woito of wit. 
Ver trhere*s the voiee se etrong aa to eo id b and 
The shouts, with which oor theatraa leaoand? 
I4>ud as ^ihen surges taah ttie Tnsean shore* SW 
Or mountain-forests with a teaspest roer, 
80 loud the peoplsTa cries, when they herald 
The foreign arts of hizniy and geld; 
And if ea actor be bat lid^y dras^ 
Their ioy is in aepeated elaps espreat. 180 

But has he spoken ? Ke. Then whence arose 
That load appianse ? His robe with purple glows. 

Bnt lest you think I rallj more than tench. 
And pnose malignly what I cannot reach, 
I own he seems to reacfa'the extent of nrC^ OS 
Who wtlh imagined aonow moves myiMarl; 

Ter. ass. But Utt, ftc.*] This and fhe seven fbDoviiv 



give the exact leoM of the origioaL Why Fraaeh 4f- 
▼isted so widely from if, be ataan speak for hisMeiH 
*'We moat onderrtsnd ttris of diftrent plays, for die 
« Greek awl Soman stage by no amas allowed Ihst 
« change of scenes, which is taulalged to anEngUA ths- 
** atre.'' I own my opiuioo, that Horace allodes to one 
plav. The SappUanti of Eoripides ; where Th ss sa i mardiet 
fron Athena to ThdMS, gaina a coaq^ete Tietory, and a 
neaaeoger retorns with an account of the batil^ doriiv 
a abort lyrh: dialogne betweea Us moCbar Ahra and 
thechoreik 



MUMU. , XFISTLE& 4If 

Who soatiiei by pUy, at'bf ttnor punMt 
And makM ve titH aaeh aonraw that h* feigas; 
WlM bews DM o*ar tiba CHtbt or thro^ the air 
To Thdies/to Athena* when be wiU,er where, sgo 

Bat let the bercto aone Uttle eare engage, 
Wh» dara aattmt tihe rough, eontaaiptuoiii stage. 
Tat to the raadar'a jadgoieot woaM saboiit, 
If you would offer to the god of wit. 
Sack moliiaaesi.aa hia best iiroCaction claim ; 005 
Or woald yen wurm them in pursuit of teae. 
Bid them die hiUa of Helicon ascend. 
Where ever green the flowery lawas extend. 

Yet into sad mishaps we poets fall 
(I own the fell's common to as all) 300 

When, to piesaot the labors of oar Muse, 
Tour hours of bMia«s»» or repose we dioose t 
WiNn ev«n the manly freedom of our frieads» 
Who Uama oafi.jwwt, out teaderaess offends ; 
WiMftK we« u|iaak*d«i soaae fisvortte Uaes repaa^ aaS 
Complaloiog that our U^s^ how wonderous great 1 
Am ttoobsarv'd^-that subtlety of thought, 
Ihatfine^an thread,with which our poem'swrougbt: 
Or when ura hape, that soon as Casar knows. 
That wo can rhyaaes abundantly compose, SIO 
Oor-foitnae's asade; he shall to court invite 
Our -tHMtaful Muse, compelling us to write. 

Tft is ijt thine, O Caesar, to enquire 
How Ibr tby virtue can her priests inspire. 
In peace or war» to siag her hero's fame, 315 
Kor trust to worthless bards the sacred theme. 

pull Choerilas was favorite poet made 
By Philip's co^tquering son, who bounteoiu paid 
T8 
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The sold, on #bl«h Mt MSmr't taigBi i 

For inlib«K0Cteii and cauhspmi liaw; 9» 

And 7»t M iBk the ipoUew hmd &&aam, 

a» Mr Mr fteM a wretehed MCikMar toils* 

Te( th« nm« nwaanky iriiv th«a lavMi paid 
For worthlen it^flMi^ a sotenui Mttet anda^ 
That none but AmM Appelia^ dara te ImM^ m 
In desperate aOmuB, Ma iaiperial fta»; 
And that Lgr«lpIMi» ahottld pr e mla af aiopa^ 
To vatmXd great Animon's eeu itt IMwa or ■!«•» 
Yet take this ericle ib tho arts» that lie 
Beneath th* power and j«rifflMiftt of the e^fe^ 39 
Take him to bdohs^ and poetry* youll a«rear» 
TMk king was bom in thick B<MtiaB air. 

Bat never, ttr, ihall ywat jadkfom taste 
By Vhrgll, or by Vnttos Bo dfsgne'di 
For to yoor boonly they shall grateM nriaa US- 
A deathless nioiliittentof Ikno ond pnlM. 
Kbr fenn'd' in brasSi with Aore ekprsMdini Jihwa 
The hero't fhce, CHan in the pooA Mnes '-'i 
His life and mannen ; nor would Iforaee eheesw 
These low and grOVeKng num> e f s » eetold Ua M «e 
The reirtd progress of year anns pome t sa 
PUfait distant lands, and fivers t0^til» vieir^ 
XTp the steep monntMiii witti Ihy ^e^ osMMU 
Storm the pitmd fttt, and bid the aatioas berih ; 
Or bid feU wai% dMfrMtiirv horrors eeote, SI5 
And shot np Jtaiut id eCenial peee^' ' • 
while IwiBui bows osueaCh flie Rosum mflrt^ 
And yields her glories to onr prfaeiCt ihai^ 
Bat Caesar^ miuesty wonld sare nfhso 
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ISlor J, with contcioos modeaty, sfaould dare 
Attempt a subject, I want strength to bear; 
for aure a foolbh fbodaets of the heart, 
At least, in rhyming and the Moseys art, 
HarU whoa It lovea; itor qotek)/ WW discern, S5S 
"With ease remember, and with pleasure learn, 
IVtartcTer flsaor ndiMle and lavthAer n^vib 
]7ot wjsat dBterwoB JWig best esteem and leim. 

Aifcmwhf jmewliim -fendaeaa I diafitaim, 
JloT would I. stand ««»<ia*4 te «wUac ahama .900 
IiKiB«*.wBrk tbam% imtb lioBribl» gnmaccw 
Or in vHs-fmmer^ •heir mF ^fi«; 
jUsmWag the fi^some sreaemt lo r^v^ 
And with my anther be ccmdemn'd to live; 
pertuipB, in the aanc open basket laid, 305 

Domm to the stroet together be oonvey'd, 
lYbere pewei; odon, famUsQBWse ace s^ 
And aU simU wwre^ist wret«be4 rlkraies evaU'd. 
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t 
EPIBTLE U. 

TO JULIUS FLOftUS. 

DEAR Florae Mthfvl to Uie fOo4 ud bww^ 
If any penoB, who wmM wU s tUmk 
Sl»aldthwlw»twilliywi.«8lr,tiito«»(y'««««i«^ 
« From head to foot, sud olegaatijr neat: 
" He ihall be jronn fer fifty povttds. Ho plafi 5 
« The ira»i«l'» pert, «ad at a nod ob^f» - 
« His merter's trUl^then for the Oredui tangii^ 
« He has s reKsh-pUable and yoonr, 
<■ like daj, velt.tempsr'd with informlnc skOl^ 
** He may be moulded to what shape yon wiH« iO 
" His notes are artless, hot his aar is fine^ 
"■ To entertniA yoo o'er a, glass of wine, 
" He idalis in credit, who attempts to rrise 
** His venal wares with over-raUnt pralae, 
" To pot them off his hands. Uy wants are Bona, 
** My stock is Uttle, bat that stock my own. l6 
'■ "So common dealer, Sir, would sell a alaiva 
** On eqoal terms, nor should anottier hmre 
» So good a bargain. Guilty of one slip 
« It seems, and fearful of the pendent wi^ « 
*« I own he ioitei'd once. The money p^; 
♦* The lad is only apt to run away." i 

This Bpistle hat been ate Imitated bv Pope: it li bi 
from being one of bts bert workf. Tb« Bpislie is •■ 
apology to Flonii, for having neglected to write to kUa. 

TUt tranriatioa is by Dr. Donkbi. 
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^I daiak, h0 saAly nay the •«m «aiOft 
Toa kM»w taif foOiaf, snd wovld bay the boy: 
The ftHm ww legml, yet yon tttll dispute 45 

The tele; end plague bim with an endless suit. 

At ybiir depwture I ded«r>d» my vein 
Was hill'd asleepy unable to sastain 
The task ef writing, lest I shonld offuid 
In oonesponding never with my ftiend. SO 

Bnt whet'sfeUs whatever I can say. 
If yom demnr egatnat so imst a |>iea? 
t Besides yen mnnnar, that my Mnse beteays 
Tonr ezpeotatiens in her pconas'd lays. 

A eommen soldier, who by Tarious toils 35 

And perils gaia'd a competence in spoils. 
At night &tigtt*d, while -ho supinely snor'd, 
IxMi^ to a Avthiag his collected hoard. 
Thb rona'd his rage, in Teageanoe for his pelf, 
Agaltttt the fee, nor leas agamst himself. 40 

A very wolf, with emply» craving maw, 
Kow urtwtting Iceen his wide-devouriag jaw. 
Be charg'd with fary« as the folks report, 
Scal'd the high waU, and sack'd a royal fort, 
Keplete with various wealth: for this renown'd, 45 
His naaM is honoi'd, and hb oourago crown'd i 
Berides, in money he receives a meed, . 
A sum proportioned to the glorious deed. 
His chief aeon after purposing to foim 
Another siege, and take a town by stonn, 60 

Began to rduse this desperado's fire 
VHtb words, that might a coward's heart Inspire. 
** Go whither your heroic spirit calls, 
** Qo» my brave friend, propitious mount the walls. 
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« Ana reap tak» iMMiswitii flm ««ple pnim t^ US 
" WlMit stfv yoariBoniver Xh« rwt&calweird leplias: 
« Let hia, let bim «tliMk thUAMgann peat, 
*■ Wbo moarns wkk iHMvgr heart bis wmait9 ioatf 

It was nqr ^onlimie ta be brea and tangbt 
At Rome, whatiiMs eonfefd ArhiHa i wn m ^M «0 
To Greece; kted AAhena yM igq»inr'4 »y vvta 
Vith soBM email ^inetiiM ^km^mmm u%§. 
To learn a rigbt lu»» froai a ciiwe* Mid wve 
In search oS^wmkam liwo* tba tmaaM iwv*. 
But lei the tte«» diptrvdfare to m f«aae^ i^ 
Me rudely fWifUh'4 from Kbe ohanniBf flaees' 
mie rapid ttde«f civU war.«mia 
Swept iuto anna» wievial te •ustain 
Hie nvght ef CsMar. Dsead PbOI^VjIeU 
Fint dipt n^ «iA|^ smAtaitbt my pride to yMd. 
My fbrtona roin'«l» Masted 4II 11^ 'nmm, Xi 

Bold hunier«dff'd».aod vent iaspir'4 aqr Maw* 
But say, vbat dose coub| p^Uy ne. Uest 
With Mere evfl&deiit, ahmU I:hMak aiy nat. 
To scribble verse i the wanbig yeara Apace ■ f9 
Steal off oar tliotttbCs, «Bd siAa rnmrr snMa; 
Alas ! already have ther SBa«ob'<d awagr 
Bfy joke*, my knre, my reseUiag^ and playw 
They strive to wraat my poems fnm ma tot; 
Instruct me thai irbat method t» panu. /tO 

In short, the race of various men aimfcna 
As varioaa nuoiben : thee the aofter lyie 

yer.47. Ut AfM ^cqg Jbia pooptec stands tbm in 



** AnH please yon, nobl^ captain, let bUa trudge U, 
* The man may venture who has lost his bodget." 
•ntf Dr. Wartoa cafii tUs wretched doggerel Horaliaa I f f 
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IMigfatoi tiiif mm «ppfKM«s tli* trtck ttMia; 
That joys ia BMa'« kMSLWtkic tqU. 

XbfM fliMite I bsve, diswntiag at my feast, 85 
RequiriBff aasb t» (ratify hU tasto 
With different food. What Gpvrtes most I choose f 
'Wtet not ? what both would order, yon refuse ; 
Whatywft eeouneiid, offf nstve to tfaeii; sight. 
Would nasr llieir meal* and paU their af pefite. 99 

Bat think yoo» tbna amidst a world of cares 
And toils,. th«t I can wnta hannouons airsi 
one bids me be hia bail ; another pnqFi, 
That I WMrid only Usten to bis 1 vs* 
All otiMtf oares or businest laid aside, 96 

Altbo' thft lencth of Bofne tiieir homes dividOb - 
Yet both mustte obey'd : and here you see. 
A vpedal dbtawifr-" But the streets aio fne, . 
" And, ^trfaile you move with flowing fiinoy ftaiifht^. 
" Kothlni^ooeni* to diseonoast your -tbonghL^ jMXr 

A builder hastens with his loaded taaos. 
His porters: now a sfeoaeraad Jiow a beam 
K«ds cumbrous nin : Jostling waggons jar 
With moumfnl faerses in tumultuous war ; 
Hence runs a maddfang dog with baneful i(«: 10S 
Thence a.^ile piff polluted with the mire* 
CR> then, and bwtle thro^ the neiky throng, 
Ittvoke the Muse, and meditate the saag« 

The tribe of wrtters, to a roan, adndra. 
The peMofoi grav«> and fkom the town ritii«» IW • 
Devote to BaediUSy indttlently laM, 
CJoort soft repose^ and triumph in Ow shadt^ 
How then in noise uneeasiog tone the li^. 
Or tread where* others hwdly find^ their W9' 
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A iMftIr tmSm, tifbo, ksf -woat to rk>— US 
The calm ntroit of AtiNDS for bit a«M» 
Seven ysan bath •tetfad, ani villi «Mi^ iMks 
Hatti waxen eld fe dlswpliiie» «ii beek^ 
Dumb am a etatve aloiriy slaffcs aleac 
And Tielda divenioii to tte gafiaK thie^. HI 

Plont'd in n tide of Irosineaa, thie* IIm town 
lta»*d by the aoiay tenpeat np end down* 
How can my Mom with enimatii^ lie 
Adi^t her nnnibento fiie ■onndtng lyve? 

A rhetomiao^ and n lawyer onoa^ IB 

B(Otben,and eecb in hia iwoliBMiain deae^ 
Biapena'd the pahns between theiaaiiiw alaM^ 
And 4faia a Oraochn^ that a Xndn abene. 
What milder fireoiy gooda the ibyniiic train! 
I deal in lyric, he in noomfel atmin: ia» 

How gnud the diction, oc^ieoa the deaifn! 
A wonderooa work, end poliih'd by the Nine! 
8ec!» with whet air of raegiffterial prida 
And high dlidain we eiow froaa ndeto aide 
ApoUo*a temple, ea if we o«neWe% IS 

And none hot we. anpply'd the vacant ihalm! 
Ilien fbUow tether, tf yonr time adfluth 
And at a diataneeheer.theie migh^ wita; 
How far entitled to hia Meat of praiae. 
Bocfa fireely.«bea» and enoflatoa the biya. W 
Like gladiaton, who with Uoodleaa tnib 
Ikoloog the combat, for Ui^ fight with fott^ 
With mimic rage we rash upon tho fo% 
Divide the palaa, end meaanre blow for blew. 
Alc»tu I in Ma opinion ahine, 14S 

He aoim a new Caliimaebo* la «»* ffflT, 
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Or ifMinmcmw hmm «Mit*bia ^aam. 
He ctratt uid storfas fan the darUnc umM. 

Much I mdara, wh«a writinff I iMuld brike 
The public v»ie«» umI soottM tbe fraftfU Crtb* 150 
Of Thai poet! ; now wy rhyming b«ftt 
Xi'eoord, ttiid reasM reaMauMB bar aeat, 
I boldly bar mina ean afi&BVt tlie bread 
or Utbbliiif barda, who withoat vufey read. 

Bad poets erer are ft ttanAngr JMt* VlB 

Bot th«y rej<^e, and, fn their MI7 blest. 
Admire themselTes; nay, tho^ yon silent si^ 
Extort epptaase, end wanton in tiirtr wU. 
Bat be, who studies masterly to Awne 
A finishM piece, and boild an honeat fiime^ ]tt> 
Shall with fafo papers, futbfbl to bis tfvst, * 

Assnme the spirit of a censor just. 
Boldly Mot out whatever seems obscure, 
Or lightly mean, unwortity to procure 
Immortal honor, tho* iStm words give way tSS 

^P^th warm reluctance, and by force obey; 
Tbo* yet enshrinM within his desk th^ stand* 
And claim a sanction from bis parent hand. 
As from the treasure of a latent mine, 
liong darkenM words he shall with art refine; IfO 
Full into light, Co dignify his page. 
Shall bring the beauties of a former age. 
Once by the Catoes, and Cethegi told. 
But now deformed, and obsolete with mold* 
New words he shall endenizen, which use 175 
gtan aniiioriae, and currently produce; - 
Then, brightly smooth, and yet subHaMly ttrong, 
Like a pure river, thro* his flowing song 
Shall pour the riches of his fancy wide^ 
And bless his Latium with a rocal tide, 1^ 
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LnnuiMit phnmit vnder due'conaaad 

He diaU vMtrtln with wholeMmM, fefaiiaf haad ; 

PoUah tb6 r«d€» md aevor from iu place 

Whatever wants an elefaaee or gnc: 

He seems with freedom, what with pain he proves, 

And now a setjr, new a cydops moves. JSS 

J,fyrwvy part, wonld nther Cilrly pess 

Vor dotacd, scribbler, stnpid dolt, or ass, 

€«oald I but please, or dope myself in shorty 

Than write good sense, and smart severebr fin^ 

At Aives Uv*d a citaen, woU known, 191 

Who long imagih'd, that he beard the tone 
Of d«ep tragedians on an empty stsge, 
And sat appending in ecstatic rage: 
In other points a person, who maiotain'd ]9f 

A doe decorum^ and a life nnstain*d. 
Whose real virtues yon might well commend* 
A worthy neighbonr, hospitable friend« 
Of easy hnmonr and of heart sinoersb 
Fond of his WiliB, nor to a slave severe, 90O 

Vor prone to rsge, altho* the felon's folk 
Defect the signet of a botUcKsork ; 
A man, whoahunn'd,(weU knowing which was which) 
The rack lugh pendent* and the yawning ditch; 
He, when his friends, at mnch eqpence and pains, 
Had amply purg'd with hellebore his brains, 806 
Wrooght off bis m adness , and the man retnm*d 
Fnli to himself, their operation spnmM. 
" My friendsr 'twere better youhadstopp'dnty breath; 
" Tour love was rancoar, and jroor core was deatti, 
* To rob me thus of pleasure so refin'd, til 

" The dear delusion of a raptui'd mind.** 

'TIS wisdom's part te bid adieu to toys. 
And yiel4 «inusenents to the taste of boys. 
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Not the Mft MMiid of omptj worda admira^ ttS 
AaA model aoMsaras to tite Rflteaa Ijie, 
Bttt learn aaeb stndns and rhapeodlea, as roll 
Tonefal tliro^ life, and hannoniae the aool. 

If no lepletlon from the limpid stream 
Alla^'d the cravings of your tliirstgr flaase, efO 
Yoa strait would tell the doctor year distress. 
And Is tbere none, to whom yoa dare confess, 
Thaf^ i» proportion to your gro>«liic store. 
Tour lost of iaci;e is inilam'd the more? 
If you were wonnded, and your sores imbibM fiS5 
No soothing ease from roots or heite presciib*d, 
Yon would avoid audi medicines, be sure. 
As roots and beita, that could effsct no cure. 
But you. have heard, that folly flies apace 
Tmm him, whom heeven hath gifted with the grace 
Of happy vrealth, and ibo' you have aspir'd SSI 
Not more to wisdom; since you first acquii'd 
A fund, yet will you listen to no rula» 
But that from fortune's insufficient school i 
Gould ridtes add but prudence to your years, ta5 
Bestrain your wishes, and abate your fears, 
Toh then might blush with reason, if you knew 
One man on earth more covetous than you. 
If Uiat be yours, for which you fairly told 
The price concluded, (and, as lawyers hold^ $40 
In some things use a property secures) 
Hie land, which feeds you, must of conrso be yours. 
Your neighbour's bailiff, who manures the fields. 
And sows the com, wliich your4»t>vision yields, 
Binds in effect, that he is but your slave : S45 
You give your coin, and in return receive 
Fowls, eggs, and wine ; and thus it will be found. 
That you have bought insepsibly the ground. 
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The fea «f wMdi to pnwchawire liafcro « 

Perbaps, bad keea two tboaMad p — nda, «riMR; 
For what avaiU it in a life well pait^ 
At fint to p^ tiM pagffhaTOi or at last f 
The frogal man, lAo pvnahaa'd two e i tafai, 
¥)et boys liio pet^OfiM, wbioh bit wsraiMp watt. 
The' be tfaialia not : this.^rnmt of the aall 96 
Boys tfaa men wood wbieh ■lafces bit lEctlle M; 
And yet be calU^Mt teofth of lead bii «w^ 
ftom wbMk the peplw, liic'd to VkadtB kmawm, 
MSaU offdiepates, as if bo had the power 
Oftiut,ii^kiiia thenoaMntofaBbew « 
By favor, pmvhase, ferce, or lato's eoenaaadf 
Hay change its lord, and Ml to other haadi. 

Since thw no auoital pre|ieily «an haive 
A iastbiir tenure; and, as wave o^er wa*c^ 
Reir comes o«er heir, what pleasare caa lAidflK 
Tby peopled manors, and encreesuff hoaid? 
Or what avails it, that your fiuicy roves 
To join lAcanian to Oadabriaa groves, 
tf death, to gold inllezlUe, must mow 
Down great and amaU together at a Uew ? fl» 

The gavdy sptendor and the cosHy state 
or jewels* tttaiUe, Tbsean medals, plate, 
Fure i«My- atatoos, pictures hong on Ugh, 
And garments tfnetor'd with Sidoniaa dj% 

fuir«ii„?i«5** '•^ ^fc«*r, Ac] nil aid the IM 
foflowinghnM are fix»m three in tbe origintL Popetei 
wy IieppBy wvi utsse J «he Aril warn ia few: 



Who rf th«y have noli ihink not worth their esw." 
^^ *** woru Itat are not mMMvHshtak 
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There are^ who Dever could pretend to share, S75 
Xher« is, who never thought them worth hu oare. 

One brother, fond of s&nntering and perfume* 
Prefers his pleasure to the wealthy Uoom 
Of Herod's gardens ; while in quest of wealth, 
Tfao' rich, another shall forego his health, tSO^ 

From dawning day till shady iright with toil 
Born the thick copse, and tame the savage soil. 
Bat ifhence these turns of inclination rose. 
The genius this, \he god of nature knows ; 
That mystic power, which our actions guidra, S85 
Attends our stars, and o'er our lives presides : 
This we may trace, propitious, or malign, 
Stamp'd on each iace, and vary'd thro' each line. 

I from a fortune moderate shall grant 
Myself enough to satisfy my want, 990. 

Nor fear the censure of my thankless heir. 
That I have left too little to his share ; 
Aad yet the wide distinction would I scan 
Between an open, hospitable man. 
And prodigal; the frugalist secure,- S95 

And miser, pinch'd with penary ; for sure 
It differs whether you profoseiy spend 
Tour wealth, or never entertun a firiend i 
Or, wanting prudence, like a play-day boyl 
Blindly rush on, to catch the aying joy. SOD 

Avert, ye gods, avert the loathsome load 
Of want inglorious, and a vile abode. 
To me are equal, so fl»r beur thetr charge. 
The little pinnace and the lof^ beige. 
Kor am 1 w^tfted by the swelling gales 805 

Of winds propitious, with eipwded sails. 
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Kor yet expoiPd to tempMt^eutec ttrift. 
Adrift to struggle thio' the we^es of li^ 
£Mt of the first, first of the lest in weight, 
Hrts, vigor, person, Tirtne, Urth, estate. SIO 

Too are not covetous : be setisfy'd* 
But ere you tainted with no vice beside? 
Jnm vain aaiirition, dread of death*8 decree, 
And Ml re sen tment, is thy bosom free ? 
Say, can yon laogh indignant at the schemes 315 
Of magic terrots, virionary dreams, 
FoftentOQS wonders, witching imps of hell. 
Hie nightly goblin, and enchanting spell f 
Dost then recount with gratitude and mirth 
The day revolv'd, that gave thy being birth ? 980 
Indntge the fiulings of thy friends, and grow 
Hore mild and vlrtnons; as thy seasons flow? 

Pluck out one thorn to mitigate thy pain. 
What boots it while so many more remain ? 
Or act with just propriety yom part, 38S 

Or yield to those of elegance and art. 
iUready glutted with a ftroe of age> 
lis time for thee to qmt the Wanton stage, 
7<est jronth, mors decent in their fblKes, scoff 
The nauseous seene^ and hiss thee reeKsg off. 3S0 



END OF EHITUa. 
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;< tJPPOSE a painter to an human head 

Should join an horse's neck, and wildly spread 
he various ptumage of the feathered kind 
>*er fimbs of different beasts, absurdly join'd ; 
}r if he gave to view a beauteous. nMid 5 

kl^ove the wsust with every charm array'd, 
faould a foul fish 'her lower parts infold, 
said you not laugh snch pictures to behold i 

.ch is the book, that like a sick man's dreams, 
Taries all shapes; and mixes all extremes. 10 

** Painters and poets our indulgence claim, 
' Their daring equal, and their art tlie same." 
I own th' indulgence— Snch I give and take; 
3nt not thro* nature's sacred rules to break, 

Tb« Art of Poetry b an Epistle addressed to Lodos 

O and bis two sons, like the poetic of Aristotle, from 

^*7b juocb of it is taken, thoagh principally . nsticiBC 

igedy, it oocasioMlly alludes to comedy and other kinds 

.t poetry. 

Ver, 5. Or ^ he gaffe <• view.'] The sobstitation of or for 

• tiat, ata for ut in the original, is adopted from Sanadon, 

nhere the addition of one letter makes that sense which 

Hras' before nonsense— there is no room for hesitation! 

bet the English reader for the above line sabstitate 

So thM thejlgure of a teauteotu maid, 
ind see how he can reconcile it with the various plamage 
wd different limbs: Horace evidently supposes two pic- 
lures and not one. 

U 
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Itf onttroos to mix tbe cntel and the kind, 15 

Serpeati with birds, and lambs with tifots joinM. 

Toar opening promises some grand deaign* 
And shreds of purple with broad Idstie shine 
Sew*d on your poem. Here io laboi'd strain 
A sacred grove, or fair Diana's ftne SO 

Kbes to view ; there thro* delicious meads 
A murmuring stream its winding water le^ds ; 
Here pours the rapid Rhine ; the watfiy bow 
There bends its colours, and with pride they glow. 
Beauties they are ; but beauties out of place; 25 
For tho' your' talent be to paint with grace 
A mournful cypress, would you pour its shade 
O'er the tempestuoitt deep, if you were paid 
To pkiht a sailor, 'midst the winds and waves, 
^hen on a broken plank his life he saves? SO 

Why will you tlius a mighty vase intend. 
If in a worthless l>owl your labors end ? 
Then learn this wandering humour to control. 
And keep one equal tenor thro* the whole. 

But oft, our greatest errors take their rise 35 
From our best vidws. I strive to be concise ; 
I prove obscure. My strength, my fire deci^s. 
When in pursuit of elegance and ease. 
Aiming at greatness some to fustian soar; 
Some in cold safety creep along the shore, 46 

Too much afraid of storms; while he, who tries 
l^th ever-varying wonders to surprise, 
Jn the broad forest bids his dolphins play; 
And paints his boars disporting in the aea. 
Thus, iiuudicioAs, while one fhnit we shoo, 4S 
Into its opposite extreme we ran. 
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One htppier artist ol ih' JCniliui t^ntxB, 
Ifho gnres the nails, and forms the lowing hair, 
Tho* he excels in every separate part, 
Tet fiula Of just perfectioa in his art, 50 

la one grand vhole unknoving to unite 
Those different parts, And I no more would write 
like him, than with a nose of hideous size 
Be gaa*d at for the finest hair and eyes. 

Examine well, ye writers, weigh with cartf, £5 
TIThat suits your genius; what your strength can bear. 
To him, who shall his Uieme with judgment choose, 
I^or words, nor method iiisAl their aid refuse. 
In this, or I mistake, tsohsists the grace. 
And force of iheChod, to assign a place 60 

For what with present judgment we should say. 
And for some happier time the rest delay. 

Woiltd you to lame a promis'd work produce. 
Be delicste and cautious in the use 
And choice of words : nor shall you fail of praise, & 
When nicely joining two known words you raise 
A third unknown. A new-discover'd theme 
For tiiose, unheard in ancient times, may clum 
A just and ample licence, which, if us'd 
"With feir discretion, never is refus'd. 70 

Kew words, and lately made, shall credit claim. 
If from a Grecian source they gently stream. 
For Virgil sure, and Varius may receive 
That kind indulgence, which the Romans give 
To Plautus and Csecilius t or shall I 75 

Be envied, if my little fund supply 
Its frugal wealth of words, since bards, who sung 
In ancient days, enriched their native tongue 
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With large increase? An undi^ated power 
Of coining money from the nigged ore, Wt 

Hor less of coining words, is still confest. 
If with a legal, puUic stamp imprest. 

As when the forest, with the bending ye«r« 
first sheds the leaves, whieh earliest appear. 
So an old race of words maturely dies* 8 

And some new-born in yooth and vigor rise. 

We and our noblest works to Fate naust yield. 
Even Csesai's mole, which regal pride might boiid. 
Where Neptune far into the land extends. 
And from the raging north our fleets defends ; 9> 
That barren marshy whose cultivated plain 
Vow gives the neighbouring towns its various gnia; 
Tiber, who, taught a better current, yiekls 
To Caesar's power, nor deluges our fields ; 
All these must perish; and shall words preswne QS 
To hold their honors and immortal bloeui f . 
Ilany shall ris«) that now forgotten lie ; 
Othersi^in present credit, soon shall die^ 
If custom will, whose arbitraiy sway. 
Words, and the forms of language, most obey. 100 

By Homer tavght the modem poet sings. 
In e]»c strains, of heroes, wan, and kings. 
Vnequal measures first .were tun'd to flow 
Sadly expressive of the lover's woe ; 
Bat now, to gayer snticcts formed, they move lOg 
In sounds of pleasure, and the joys of love : 
By whom invented, critics yet contend, 
, And of their vain dispntings find no end. 

Archilocbus, with fierce resentment wannU 
Wes with his ewn severe taahici ann'd, U» 



I 
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WhoM rapid nmnben, salted to 0ie stage, 
In comic hamoar, or in tragic rage, 
With sweet variety were found to please. 
And taught the dialogue to flow with ease; 
Their numerous cadence yfas for action fi^ 115 
And fonn*d to quell the clamors of the pit. 

The Mase to nobler subjects tones her lyre ; 
Gods* and the sons of gods her song inspire. 
Wrestler and steed, who gun*^ th* Olympic prise: 
Love's pleasing cares, and wine*s unbounded jojrt* 

But if, thro* weakness, or my want of art, 121 
I canH to every different style impart 
The proper strokes and colours it may claim, 
Why am I honor'd with a poet's name i 
Absurdly modest, why my fault discern, 185 

Yet rather burst in ignorance, than learu P 

VoT will the genius of the comic If tse 
Sublimer tones, or tragic numbers use ; 
Nor will the direful Thyestean feast 
In comic phrase and language be debas'd. ISO. 
Then let your style be suited to the scene^ 
And its peculiar character maintain. , 

Yet comedy sometimes her vuce may rais^ 
And angry Chremes rail in swelling phrase Sv 
As oft the tragic language humbly flowt^ 135 

For Telephiis or Feleus, 'midst the woes 
Of poverty or ezilo, must complain 
In prose-like style ; mast quit the sweiUag itrain, 
And words gigantic, if with nature's art 
They hope to loach their meltiog hearer's heart. 

Tb not enough, ye writeirs, that ye charm W. 
With ease and elegance s a play should warm 
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VTiHi toft coaoernment ; thould possess tb« Mult 
And, as it wills, the listening crowd control. 

With them, who Uogh, our social joy appears ; 145 
With them, who mourn, we sympathise in teara; 
If yon woold have me wedp, begin the strain. 
Then I shall feel yoor sorrows, feel ybur pain ; 
But if your heroes act not what they say, 
I sleep or laugh the lifeless scene away. ISO 

The varying face should every passion show. 
And words of sorrow wear the look of woe ; 
Xet it in joy assume a vivid air ; 
Fierce when in rage ; in seriousness severe : 
For nature to each change of fortune forms 155 
The secret soul, and all its passions warms : 
2Vansports to i-age, dilates the heart' with mirth, 
Wrings the sad soul, ftnd bends it down to earth. 
The tongue these various, movements must express, 
But, if ilUsttited to the deep distress l60 

His language prove, the sons of Rome engage 
To laugh th' unhappy actor off the stage. 

Your style should an important diiibrence make 
When heroes, gods, or awful sages speak; 
When florid youth, whom\gay desires enflame; 165 
A busy servant, or a wealdiy dame ; 
A merchant, wandering with incessant toil. 
Or he, who cultivates the verdant soil ; 
But if in foreign realms you fix your scene, 
Ilieir genius, customs, dialects maintain. 170 

Or follow &me, or in th' invented tale 
Let seeming, welLunited truth prevail : 

Ver. 171. Or foUom fmme, ftc] Mr. Masoa bas circd 
TfoleaCIy against tUs rare in Ui ElAMa, nfecve be has 
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If Homei'v t^Mt Aetailles tread tbe ttMge, 
Intrepid* fierce, of nnfiurgiving rage, 
lilM Homer's hero^ let him ipurn all lava, 175 
And 1^ the awwd alone assert his cause. 
'With untam'd fory let Medea glow. 
And Ino's tears in ceaseless anguish flow. 
Ftom realm to realm her griefe let lo bear» 
And sad Orestes rave in deep despair* . 180 

But if you venture on an untry'd theme, 
And form a person yet un1(Own to fame^ 
From his first entrance to the closing scene, 
Ijet him one equal character maintain. 

Tis hard a new-form'd fable to express, IBS 
And make it seem your own. With more success 
Ton may from Homeir take the tale of Troy, 
Than on an untry'd plot your strength employ. 
Yet would you make a commotf theme your owif 
Pwell not on incidents already known ; 190 

Nor word for word translate with painful care, 
Kor be confin'd in such a narrow sphere, 
"From whence (while you should only imitate) 
Siaffle and the rules forbid you to retreat. 

Begin your work with modest grace and plain, 
Vor like tbe bard of everlasting strain, I9O 

I sing the glorious war and Priam's fiite^ 
How will the boaster bold this yawning rale? 



drawn, as a pattern of conjagaf fldeUty, the nott sbaadoacd 
muMter tliak ever diagraced ber s^z— a woiaaa that be- 
trajed ber. buBband to disgrace and death, and mordersd 
ber step-son and ber sorereign. 

Ver. 197. mhtg the s^onotu mr, lee.] One thoald hardly 
tUak Horace woald censure bis friend rufU} bat the 
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Hie movBtaifis labor'd irkb prodigloas tbraes* 
And lo ! a moue ridioaloiw amsa* fOO 

Fu- betfettr be, who ne*er attempts in vaia, 
Opeoiuig hit poena in tMa hwnble strain, ' 
Mute* tinff the ansa;, who, after Troy aabdn'd. 
Manners and towns of various nations Ttew'd, < 
He does not lavish ht a blaae bis fire» 20S 

Sudden to glare, and in a smoke expire t 
Sut from « cloud of smoke he breaks to lights 
And pours his specious miracles to sight ; 
Antiphates his hideous feast devours, 
Cbarybdis barks, and Polyphemas Mars. 210 

He would not, like our modern poet, date 
His hero's wanderings firom his uncle's fate ; 
Kor sing ill-fated Ilium's varioo^ woes, 
from Helen's birth, firom whom tiie mf arose ; 
But to the grand event he speeds hb coarse, 815 
And bears his readers, widi impetaous foree, 
Into the midst of things, while evely line 
Opens, by Just degrees, his w4iole deatgn. 
Artfnl he knows eadi dreumataiioe to leav^ 
Which will not grace and ornament receive ; 0SO 
Then truth and fiction witit sndk skill he blends, 
That equal he begins, proceeds, and ends. 

Ifine and the |mblic Judgtiaent are the samei 
Then hear what I, and what yovr auAeace dahn^ 
If yon would keep us 'till the curtidn Ml, 925 
And the last chorus^ for a plaudit call. 
The mannera must your strictest care engage. 
The levities of youth and strength of age. 

opeoiitf of the .Caetd is not totally oalike (his ; vsry dtf^ 
<NWkt from llic modest beriaaiog of (he Odyswr. 
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Hm diildt who now with firmer tooUng walks, ' 
And with vAfsnlteriiir, weU-form'd accents Ulks» 
Xov«s childish ^poits; with causeless anger burns* 
And idly pleas*d with everjF^ moment turns. 

The youth, whose will no forward tutor bounds 
Joys in the sunny field, his horse and hounds ; 
Yielding Hke wax, th' impressive folly bears ; 836 
Bough to reproof, and slow to future cares ; 
Profuse and vain ; with every passion warm*d» 
And swift to lea<ve, what late his fancy cbariu'd. 

With stiwngth improv'd, the manly spirit bends 
To different aims, in search of wealth and friends ; 
Boldly ambitiotts in pursuit of fiame, £41 

And wisely cautious in the doubtful scheme. 

A thousand ills the aged worid surround, 
Anxious in search of wealth, and when 'tis found. 
Fearful to use, what they with fear possess, 849 
While doubt and dread their faculties deprese. 
Fond of delay, they trust in hope no more, 
listless, and fearful of th' approaching hour; 
Morose, complaining, and with tedious praise, 
Talking the manners of their youthful days ; 850 
Severe to censure; earnest t^ advise. 
And with eld saws the present race chastise. 

The blessings flowing, in with life's full tide, 
Pown with our «bb of life decreasing glide ; 

Ver. MS. T%e ehUd, &c1 This enBraeration of character 
of the different a^es of maii will rentDd the reader of the 
celebrated epceeh of Jaqoes in AsjfouBke it. Shakespeare 
has the advantage th charaeteriring youth rather by love 
ttaa aporttag ; but his examples of manhood and old age 
aie not so happy— aU nature men are not soldien» nor afl 
old men Justices* 

U8 



4« MBXVFWISSm' 

TlMtt let not yottUi, or iaffcncy engage SS6 

Xo play the parts of maobood; or of age : 

Wm where tho pmpor efaaracten provaU, 

We dweU with pleasnie on the welUwroogbt tale. 

The basineas of tho drama, moat appear 
la action or deseiipfeion. What wo hear> S60 

With weaker paiskm wUl affect tho heart, 
Oban when tho fcithliil eyo Jbeholda tho port. 
Bat lot no deed u^n the stage bo brought. 
Which better should behind the aoenes be wioogbt^ 
ITor foiee tfa* nnwiUing andieoco to behold .gG5 
What may with gioea and oloqneoco bo told. 
Ijat not Medea, in the people's faoe. ^ , 

With savage rago destroy her infant race: 
Vor Atnoa bis detested fieast prepare, 
ItorCadmns roll asnabe, norPrognewing the air. fl^O 
for while upon snch monstrous aoenes we gaae,. 
They shocli our fisith, o«r indignation raiae. 

If yon wnnlii have your play deserve success. 
Give it five acts oompleto; nor more, nor Itss t 
Kor let a god in person stand disi^'d, . 95 
Unless the laboring plot demand his aid : 
For a fourth actor, oj;^ the crowded so«ne» 
A broken, tedious dialogue maintain. 

Yer. fl67. Let not Ueiem,'] It is the fmprobabifity of 
Medea's kflUiig Her cWldrealn the presOWM of the Cbmm, 
not the cruelty of tiie apeetacle, that Horace objecto to. 
la Euripides Medea lulls her cbildrea behind the scenes, 
and the chief person of the Piorus naturally exclaims, 

«< The house Ml enter and attempt to Save 

» The chiMren fran destruction^-" 
Seneca, who perhaps copied some other poet that Heraee 
aicans to censere, makes Medea kill her chUdren to the 
presence of the Chora!, wbotake no notico of iU 
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The chorus nwrt mppvst an Mtoi'A pMt; 
J>^€ad the Tirtaoua, end advise vikh url ; tt» 
Govern the dxderic, the proiid iqpipeasey 
And the short feasts of frugal tsbles praise; 
Applaud ihe justice of weU-gOTern*d states. 
And peace triumphant with her open gates. 
Intrusted secrets let them ne'er betray, £Bi 

But te the righteous gods with ardor pray. 
That fortime with returning smiles may bless 
Aflicted worthy and impious pride depress ; 
Yet let th«r smgs with apt coherence join. 
Promote the plot, and aid the jnain design. Sgo 

Kof was the flute at first with silro- bound, 
"Vor rivaled emulous the trumpet's sound ; 
Few were its notes, its form was shnply plain. 
Yet not luiusefttl was its feeble strain 
io aid the chorus, and their songs to raise, £05 
Filling the little theatre with ease. 
To which a thin and pious audience came, 
Of iirugal mannera, and unsullied fame. 

But when victorious Rome enlarg'd her state. 
And broader walls iodos'd t^' imperial seat, SOO 
Soon as with wine grown diaolutejy gey 
'Without restvaat she cheer'd the festal day, 
Then poesy in looser numbers moyd. 
And music in l&oentious tones improved*; 
Such ever is the taste, when down and wit, 906 
Kostic and critic, fill the crowded pit. 

He, who before with modest ait had playM, 
Kow called in wanton movements to his aid, 
iUl'd with luxurious tones the pleasing strain, 
And drew along the stage a length oi train : 510 



m AUTOPMsniT. 

And thm tin Ijn, onee swAiily mmm, 

laci«iis*d the ttriags, aitd aveatir charm'd th* eu? 

3hiis poetiy predpitate)^ iloiw'd* 

Aod vitfa unwonted elocution f loir'd ; 

Poar*d forth prophetic tmfihi in nwful ttnAa, S15 

Park as the langnace of the Dejphie ftitfe. 

Hie tragic hard, who for a worthleM prise 
Bid naked satyrs in his ch6ni^ rise. 
The* mde his mirth, yet InborM to nudatalii 
The solemn grandeur of the tragic scene ; 980 
Por novelty alone he knew could charm 
A lawless crowd, with wine and fMoting waini. 

And yet this langhingy prefibg tribe may raise 
Onr mirth, nor shall their ridicule displease ; 
But let the hero, or the power divine, 885 

Whom late we saw with gold and pnrple shine. 
Stoop not in vnlgar phrase, nor yet despise 
The words of earth, and soar into the skies. 
Por as a matron, on onr festal days 
Obliged to dance, with modest graioe tbeys, 830 
So should the Mnse her dignity niaintifa» 
Amidst the satyrs and their wanton train. 

If e*er I iTrite, no words too grossiy vile 
Shall ahsuie my satires snd polhite'my style. 
Ifor would I yet the tragic style forstke 885 

So far, as not some diiferenee to make 
Between a slaye, or wench, too pertly bold. 
Who wipes the miser of his darling gold. 
And grave Silenus, with instructive nod 
Giving'wise leetnires to his pupil ged. 810 

From weIM(no>Rrn tales such fictions would I nise 
As all might hope to imitate with ease; 



Tet whUe tb^ striv* the mid» tnecMt to gtStn, 
Shoald find their lirtwr, aad their hoitea ere vein; 
Such grace can order end connection give ; S4S 
Such beauties common aaltiecta m«y recesTe. 

Let not the wood-bom satyr fondly, spoit 
With amoioas verses, esvif bred at court; 
Vor yet vith waotoo jests, in mirthful vein, 
Pebay tho language and pollute the scene* 850 
For what the crowd with lavish raptute praise* 
In better judges ccdd contempt aball raise. 

Home to her poets too much Ucense gives* 
Kor the rough cadence of their, verse perceives t 
Bat shall I then with careless spirit write? 355 
]7o— let me think my- faults shall rise to ligb^ 
And then a kind indulgence will excuse 
The less important errors of the Muse. 
Thus, tho' perhaps I may not merit fiune, 
I stand secure from censure and from- shame. 360 

Make the Greek authors your supreme delight; 
Head them by day, and study .them by night.— 
** And yet our sires with joy could Plautus hear, 
** Oay were hisjests, his numbers charm'd their ear.* 
Xet me not say too lavisUy they prais'd, att 

But sure their judgment was full cheap^ pleas'dx 
If you, or I, with taste aro hapiy Uest, 
To know a clownish from a courtly jest; 
If skilful to difoem, when lbnn*d with ease 
Ihe modulated rounds are tai^t to please. 3^0 

Thespis, inventor of the tragic art, 
Gftiried bis vagrant players in a cart : 
High o*er the crowd the munic tribe appeared. 
And pley'd umI siing, with leet of wine beiaiear'd. 
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Bunt « l«w 8li«e; the floiriiiR robe diCRts'd : 
In langttate nore sublime his a4Btors nge, 
And in ffee graMfbl buskin tread the stage. 

And BOW the comic Mose atain upptm'6. 
Nor without pleasure and ^plause was lieard; 380 
But soon, her i^eedoai rising to excess, 
the laws wete fi>re*4 her boldness to eupprefs. 
And, when n6 longrer Iicens*d to defeme. 
She sunlc to silence wftii contedipt and shame. 

No path to finme our poets left uniiy'd ; SB9 
Nor small their merit, when with consdous pride 
They scom'd «t> talie^firem Greece the stor^ theme, 
And'dai'd to h\a$ ^heir own domestk fbme, 
With Romtfi h«Foes tU this traf ic scene. 
Or sport with husnoor in the comic vein. 900 

Nor had <he itaistress Of the woiM appeared 
KCore ftunM for conquest, than ft»r wit revei'd. 
Did we not hate the necessary toil 
Of Slow correction, and the painful fi*e, 

•Blustrtous youths, with just contempt recehre, 195 
liof let the hardy poem hope to Hwb, 
Wkere time and fdlk correcUon don't refiiie 
The fintsh*d wor%, and polish every liae. 

Because Demoeritus in raptnre cries^ ^ 

« Poems of «enius always bear tiw priae 400 

** From wretched works of art," and thinks that none 
Bod bi«in4i«lc hards can taste of Helkon ; 

Ver. 989. WUh Roman heroa,'] Notwitlifltaadiiigr die houi 
or Horace, no Lttia comedy or tragedy now eidits ubers' 
the aeenek th^ AMe* ud chaNieieia ace not Gieek. 



So fai' Ills doctrine ukr tlw tribe pnvails. 

They dare not iheve their liead8,or pare their naUs ; 

To dark retreats and solitude tiiajr run, 405 

The baths avoid* and yublac converse sbnn : 

A pQe.t*s ftme apd fortuDe sun to gain, "^ 

If long their beardsydOGnrable their brai|i. 

Ah 1 Ittckifss I ! vbo pttige in spring my spleett— 
£Ise «are the first of bards fand Horace been. 4J0 
But shall I then, ia mad pursuit of fame. 
Resign my reason for a fioel's nama i 
Ko ; let me sharpen others* as the hone 
fGtives edge to reaors, tho' Itself has none. 
liOt ma the poet's worth and ofi&ce abow» 416 

And whence his true po^ie riches flow ; 
'Witat forms his genius, and improves his v^a ; 
What well or ill becomes each different scene ; 
How high the knowledge of his art ascends. 
And to what faults his ignorance extends. 400 

Good sense, that fountain of the Muse*s art. 
Let the strong page of Socrates impart. 
For if Uie.mind with clear conceptions glow. 
The willing, words in just expressions flow. 

,Tbe poAt, who with nice discernment knows 485 
What to his country and his friends he owes ; 

Ver. 431. Go0i saue, Sa.} Colman trsnslates Uns : 
'* In \vi«loiD, moral wisdom to excel, 
« b the chief csuae and apring of writiiig wtil }** 
which, I think, entirely misrepresentB the orlgioaL Iforace, 
after laughing at the ahsurdity of Democrltw, tells the 
Pitof, that good aense, not enthusiasm, is the fomatJation of 
excellence, in dramatic poetry at leaat; one of whose 
•aeotisl reqaisites ia a jost diacrimination of character. 
As Socrates left no works behind him, the poet ouMt pro* 
hsbly allodss to Ma maxima and conversatton recorded la 
«M wittji«s of Us ftisads aad papili^ XcDophoa aai PlalOi 



How ^mrioos mtiiie wanns the bu 

To love the pareDt, brother, friend or foest ; 

Vbet the greet ^Boes of jndges mn^ 

Of senetorsrof geaenis sent to war; 4SB 

He amely knows, with nice, well<jadginc **^ 

The strokes, pecnli^ to each difierent pert. 

•* Keep ntttore^i gieet originel in view. 

And thenoe the living images pnrsne ; 

For when the senttuenta end diction please^ 439 

And all the characters are wrought with eeae, 

Yoor play* tho* void of bMotj, force and ai^ 

More strongly shall delight, and warm the hear^ 

Ulan where a lifeless pomp of verse appears. 

And with sennroas infles charms our ears. 4|0 

To her lov'd Sre^s, the Moae indalgent gate. 
To her lov'd Greeks, with greatnesa to oonoeive. 
And in sobluner tone their langoa^ raises 
Her Greeks were only covetous of praise. 
Onr yontb, proficients in a nobler art^ 4i5 

Divide a farthing to the hundredth part; 
'Well done, my boy, the joyful father criei^ 
Addition and subtraction make us wise. 

Bat when the rust of wealth pollutes the soal» 
And moneyM cares the genlos thus eonbvl, 4S0 
How shall we dare to hope, that distant times 
With^onor should preserve our lifeless ihynui I 

Poets would- profit or delight mankind, 
And with the pleasing have th* instructive join'd* 
Short be the precept,- which with ease is gam'd 
By docile minds, and fiiithfttUy retain'd. 48S 

If in dull length your moral is ezprest^ 
The tedious wisdom overflows the breast. 
Would you divert? the pnibable roaintaiq, 
JVor farce oa to believe the monstroasacnM^ ^ 
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Wbidi Aews ft ohildi by a fell witeh derow'd, 
I^ragg^d ftom Hat entrails, and to Hfo restorM. 
Orave ag« approvjBB the solid and |b» wise.; 
Gay .youth from too aqstara a dmma flies; 
Profit and pleasure, then, to aux with art, 465 
T* inform the jttdgment, nor offend the hearty 
Shall gain all voles; to booksellers shall raise 
No trivial fortune, and across the seas 
To distant nations spread the writar> fane. 
And with innnortal htmors crown his name. 4T0 

Yet there are faults, that we may well excuse. 
For oft the strings th* intended sound refuse ; 
In vain his tuneful hand the master tries. 
He asks a flat, and hears a sharp arise ; 
Hor alway^ will the 'bow, thoP iam'd for art, 475 
With speed unerring Wing the threatening dart. 
'But where the beauties mofe in namber ihine, 
I am not angry, when a casual line 
(That with some trivial fpnlts unequal flows) 
A careless hand, or human frailty shows. 4B0 

But 83 we ne'er those scribes with mercy trea^ 
Who, tho* advisM, the same mistakes repeat; 
Or as we laugh at him, who constant brings 
The same rude discord from the jarring strings; 
So, if strange chance a Cfaarilus inspire 485 

With some good lines, with laoghter I admire ; 
Yet hold it for a fault I can't excuse. 
If honest Homer slumber o'er his Muse; 
And yet, perhaps, a kind indulgent sleep 
(Xer works of length allowably may creep. . 490 

Ver. 4S8. if hoHcH Bmer tbanttft &c.l Vrom tUs Pope 
41sieit% tte sajw ia the Bmy on CritkiflB, 

•( Nor is tt HoMT Md^ bat we iHit dresak" 
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fMmt like pietoMS «r«; sMoe charm vtaen aiglih 
Others et disteaoe more delichc your eje; 
That loves Ibe shade, this tempts a stronger light, 
And challenges the critic^ piercing sight ; 
That gives us pleesnre for a single view : 495 

And this, ten times repeated, still is new. 

Althb* your father's precepts form yovr yoath. 
And add ezperioDee to your taste of trath. 
Of this one maxim, Piso, be assor'd, ^ 
In many things a medium is endured : fiOO 

"Who tries Mesiala's eloquence in vain, 
Kor can a knotty point of law explmn 
Uke learn'd CascelUus, yet may justly claim. 
For pleadinft^or advice, some right to fome % 
Sat Ood, and man, and letter'd post denies, 505 
^niat poets ever are of middling siie. 

As jarring music at a jovial feast. 
Or muddy essence, or th* ungratefiit taste 
Of bitter honey, shall the guests displease. 
Because they want not luxuries like these; 5t0 
So poems, form'd alone to give delight^ 
Are deep disgust, or pleasure to the height. 

The man, who know9 not how with art to wield 
The sportive weapons of the martial field. 
The bounding ball, round quoit, or whirling troque; 
Will not the laughter of the crowd provoke : 510 
But every desperate blockhead dares to write- 
Why not? his fortune gives equestrian right; 
The inaa*t free4)orn; perhaps, of gentle strain ; 
' His character and manners pore from stain. jjflO 

Bat thou, dear Piso, never tempt the Muse, 
If wisdom's goddess shall her aid refuse; 
And when you write, let candid Metius hear» 
Or tiy yew labora oa you^jMbWd Mr, 
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Or even on mine ; ' Imt let tfaem not'coine forth f CCS 
'Xili tbe ninth ripening yeer nuOare their vortb. 
You may correct what in your doiet lies : 
Tbe word, onee epoke, imsvoceUy fliet. 

Tbe wood-bom nee of men when Orpheue t«m*d, 
Prom acorns and from mntaal blood recUiin'd, 580 
This priest divine was fabled to assuage 
The tiger's fierceness, and the lion's rage. 
Thus rose the Theban wall ; Amphion's lyre. 
And soothing voice tbe listening stones inspire. 
Poetic wisdom nurk'd, wiUi happy mean^ 6tt 
Tablic and private; sacred and pro&ne; 
Tbe wandering joys of lawless love snpprest; 
'With eqaal rites tlie wedded coople blest; 
Planu'd future towns, and instituted laws : 
So verse became divine,and poets gain*d applanse. M9 

Homer, Tyrtaeos, by tbe Muse inspir'd. 
To deeds of arms the martial spirit fir'd. 
In verse the oracles divine were heard, 
And nature's secret laws in verse dedar'd ; 
Honarchs were courted in Herian strain, • 645 
And comic sports relieVd the wearied swain ; 
Apollo Mogs, the Muses tune the lyre. 
Then blush not for an art, which they inside. 

'Tis long disputed, whether poets dabm 
From art or nature their best right to fiune ; SSO 
But art, if not enrich'd by nature's vein. 
And a rude genius, of uncultur'd strain, 
, Are ^useless both ; but when in friendship Joiu'd, 
A mutual succour in each other fii^d. 

A youth, who hopes, th' Olympic prise to gtfin, 506 
Ail arts must try, and every toil sustain ; 
Th' eitremes of heat and cold must often prove* 
And sb«& the weakening joys of ina» and lovib 
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Who siBfS the Pythic tong,^rst learnM to niit 
Etdi Qota OMtiDct, ttd a stem master please ; S60 
Bat now-JSince I can write the true ettblime, 
Carse cateh the hindmost, cries the man of rhyme. 
What! in a science own myself a fool, 
Beeaose, forsooth, I learned it not by rule? 

As artful criers, at a pnblie fair, S65 

Gather the passing crowd to buy their war^ 
. So wealthy poets, when they dei«n to write. 
To all clear xains the flatterer invite. 
But if the feast of Inxniy they give. 
Bail a poor wretch, or from distress relieve, 570 
When the black fhngs of law around him bend. 
How shall they know a flatterer from a friend i 

If e*er you make a present, or propose 
To grant a fvrdr ; while bis bosom glows 
With graUfiil senthnents of joy and praise^ 075 
Kever, ah I never let him hear your lays; 
Loud shall he cry, how elegant! how fine I 
Turn pale with wonder at some happier line; 
Disti) the civil dew firom either eye. 
And leap and beat the ground in ecsta^. ABO 

As hirelings, pud for their funereal tear, 
Outweep the sorrows of a friend sincere. 
So the &lse raptures of a flatterer's art 
Exceed the praises of an honest heart. 

MoDarchs,*tis said, with many a flowing bowl 506 
Search thro* the deep recesses of his soul. 
Whom for their future fiiendshlp they design. 
And put him to the torture in his wine ; 
So tiy, whene'er you write, die deep disguise, 
Beneath whose flattering smiles a renard lies. 809 

^ad to Quinctilius, and at eveiy line— 
** Correct fhU passage fUttid, ftad that Kfitit.* 
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Tell him, yon tried it .twice or thriee in vain— 
" Back to the aoTil irlth your ill-form*d strain, 
« Or blot it out." Bat if yoa will defend SQ& 
The («vorite folly, rather than amend, ^ 

He*ll say no more, no idle toil employ— 
** Yourself unrival'd, and your works enjoy." 

A friMidly eritie, when dall lines move slow. 
Or harshly rude, will his resentment show ; GO^ 
Mark every fisult, and with his pen efface 
What is not polish'df to its highest grace : 
Will prune th* ambitions ornaments away, ' 

And teach yoa on th* obscure to pour the dayi 
Will mark the doubtful phrase wkh hand severe, 605 
like Ariatarchtts candid and sincere : 
]7or say, for trille» why should I displease 
Hie man I love ? for trifles such as these 
To serious mischiefs lead the man I love. 
If once the flatterer's ridicule he prove. 610 

From a mad poet, whosoe'er is wise. 
As from a leprosy or Jaundice flies ; 
Religious madness in its aealons strain, 
Kor the wild firenay of a moon-struck hrun, 
Are half so dreadful, yet the beys pursue him, 6l5 
And fools, unknowiog of their danger, view him. 

But, heedless wandering, if our man of rbyme^ 
Bursting with verses of the true sublime. 
Like fowler, earnest at his game, should foil. 
Into a well or ditch, and loudly call, 6SiO 

** Good fellow-citiBens'and neighbours dear, 
"Help a poor bard"— not onc^of them will hear; 
Or if, perchance, a saving rope they throw, 
I will be there ai)d— *' Sirs, you do not know 
" But he fell in on purpose, and, I doubt, OiS 
«* Wm hardly thank yoo, if you poU him, «»t." 
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Him will I tell Eoipedocles's story, 
"Who nobly fond of more than mortal gloiy. 
Fond to be deem*d a god, in madding fit 
Flung'd in cold blood in £tna's fieiy pit. 6S0 

Let bards be Ucens'd then tfaemeebres to kill ; 
*ris murder to preserve them 'gainst th^ will. 
But more than once this firolie he hath play*d» 
Kor, taken out, will he be wiser made. 
Content to be a man; nor will his pride 615 

Lay such a glorious love of death aside. 

Kor is it plain for what more horrid crime* 
The gods have plagn*d him with this curse of rhyme ; 
IKThether his fether's ashes he disdain'd. 
Or hallow'd ground with sacrilege profaa'd^ 640 
Certain he*s mad, and like a baited bear. 
If he hath strength enough bis den to tear* 
With all the horrors of a desperate Muse 
The learned and unlearned he porsues. 
But if he seise yoo, then the torture dmad, 645 
He fsstens on you 'till he read you dead. 
And like a leech, voracious of his food, 
<!ttits aot his ciael hold, 'tUl gorg'd with blood. 
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Indadinff the Hlstoiy of Joseph, a Poem in Tea 
Books. To which is prefixed, an Account of her 
Life and Writings. Price 2s. 6d. 

The Poetical Works of WUUam S^enttone, With 
the life of the Author, and a Description of the 
Ltasowes. Price £b. 

The WREATH; containing the Minstrel, by Dr. 
Beattie, with some Account of liis Life and 
Writings, and many other feTorite poetical Pieces* 
price Is* 6d* 



The Poetical Works of Themat Graif, VfiHh tlw 
Life of the Author. . Price 8d. 
. The Poetical Works of OUcer CMda/nUh. With 
' an ' Acceant of his life and Writings, and a neat 
EnlHiving. Price 8d. 

Tlie CHACB, hy WUUam SomervOe, Price 8d. 

TJie SHIPWRECK, hy WUUam Falamer, With 
•ome Account rfhis life and Writing*. Price 8d. 

3fte Chac9» Gra^, Goidsmt^s and 'NieSk^vmreek, 
•n a laiger Paper, with vignette -Etles, each is. 6d. 

The SELECTOR. Con^aning the Poetical Works 
of Gray, Somendlc, Falconer, andM^smith. YTitb 
four Engrav' .gj^'ffice in hoardjfm^ 6d. 

PuhlUh&l% W. SVTT AB% Staiicnen Court, 

The SPECTATOR, in MinUture. Being a Se- 
lecUon of the most approved Pieces, with Lives of 
the Authors, and Index, by the Seo. F. Prevost 
and F. Blagd(m» Esq. Compressed in Two Volumes, 
with Engravings and vignette Titles, by emittent 
Artists. Price fis, 

PILGRIM»s PIROORESS, by John AcnyoM, 
•mamented with engraved Frontispiece and vignette 
Title. Price 2s. 6d. * . 

The letters of Junius, cowptete in One Vol. with 
a beantiftel allegorical Frontispiece; Price in boards 
Ss.6d. 

The Poems of Dr. Samuel JokMon, with a Life 
of the Author, by F. Stagdon, JEsg. ornamented 
with a good Engraving. Price 8d. 

The Poems of William CoUifu, with an Aeoouit 
of the Aathor, and haaddomeFroatispieee. Price 8d. 



